As  best  he  could,  in  his  perilous  position, 
Harry  struggled  with  the  fellow.  ,  Old 
King  Brady  and  Alice  rushed  to  his  aid. 
Just  then  a  man  on  the  other  side  of 
the  fence  seized  the  letter. 
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TRAPPING  A  FALSE  INSPECTOR 


By  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE 


CBIAPTEK  I. 

A  PECULIAR  PIECE  OF  BUSINESS. 

K  - 

.  This  is  a  story  of  one  of  the  boldest  and  most  peculiar 
pieces  of  blackmailing  ever  attempted. 

^  In  fact,  so  peculiar  were  the  situations  created  by  the 
daring  crook  who  impersonated  Police  Inspector  Moses 
Dressner,  that  we  have  suppressed  several  names. 

Enough  remains,  however,  to  carry  our  story  through. 

All  of  which  goes  to  show  how  little*  the  general  public 
knows  of  the  real  life  of  the  men  who  become  prominent 
among  them. 

At  a  certain  time  there  appeared  a  certain  man  in  the 
h.eu  A  ork  City  political  world  who  attained  a  very  high 
position*  so  much  so  that  he  was  even  talked  of  by  the 
papers  as  a  future  Governor,  which  might  mean  a  candi¬ 
date  for  President — who  could  tel]  ? 

According  to  all  the  papers  the  way  Inspector  Moses 
Dressner  went  on  was  a  scandal;  an  outrage  on  decency. 

J.  .  Slater,  as  we  shall  call  the  high  official  in  ques¬ 
tion,  was  loudly  urged  to  have  him  removed  on  all  sides 
by  the  press  and  by  the  civic  association. 

*  J.  W.  Slater  had  the.  power  to  cause  the  man’s  removal 
by  raising  bis  finger. 

Ife  resolutely  declined  to  be  interviewed  on  the  subject 
or  to  connect  himself  in  the  matter  in  any  way. 

He  was  not  directly  responsible  for  the  doings  of  in¬ 
spectors,  consequently  there  was  no  way  in  which  he  could 
be  forced  to  act. 

Now  if  all  this  puzzled  the  general  public  it  puzzled 

*  the  friends  of  J.  \\ .  Slater  and  those  of  Inspector  Dressner 

far  more. 

With  the  former  we  have  no  special  concern,  and  there- 
^  fore  shall  not  enlarge. 

Those  who  knew  Inspector  Dressner  best  were  puzzled 
tie-  most. 

lor  these  knew  him  to  be  a  quiet,  honest,  clean  man, 
jjfwith  not  h:,  much  force  of  character,  perhaps,  as  his  high 
V'  ■  lri  police  circles  demanded;  but  still,  the  hut 


man  to  go  on  after  the  fashion  the  papers  said  he  did  and 
vhich  he  did  not  deny  doing,  even  to  his  friends,  who 
knew  him  to  be  absolutely  trustful  to  them  at  least,  and 
this  was  the  peculiar  part  of  it. 

Such  was  the  situation  in  this  matter  in  the  fall  of  19—, 
just  before  election,  when  a  letter  from  Inspector  Dress¬ 
ner  was  received  by  Old  King  Brady,  chief  of  the  famous 
Brady  Detective  Bureau  of  Union  Square,  which  puzzled 
out  did  not  altogether  surprise  him. 

It  read  as  follows : 

“New  York,  Oct. - . 

“My  Dear  Mr.  Brady: — 

I  presume  you  have  been  following  me  up  in  the 
papers  in  common  with  the  rest  of  my  disgusted  fellow 
citizens. 

“When  I  was  a  patrolman  in  the  first  precinct,  thirl y 
years  ago,  you  once  did  me  a  very  great  favor,  to  which  1 
need  not  allude,  for  you  remember  the  incident,  of  course. 

I  have  never  forgotten.  1  have  tried  to  make  such  re¬ 
turn  as  lay  in  my  power  from  time  to  time  during  the 
years  that  have  slipped  past  us  both.  How  well  Thave 
succeeded,  you  are  the  best  judge.  I  am  hoping  that  it  is 
sufficiently  well  to  make  it  proper  for  me  to  ask  you  to 
aid  me  in  this,  the  hour  of  my  greatest  trouble. 

I  dare  not  call  personally  on -.you  for  lam  being  spied 
upon  on  all  sides.  Will  you  do  me  the  favor  to  call  on 
me  to-day  at  eleven  o’clock,  when  you  will  be  certain  to 
find  me  in  my  office,  or  at  least  some  one  representing  me. 

“  If  at  the  very  beginning  of  our  conversation  I  intro¬ 
duce  the  word  ‘Ajax,’  remain  and  we  will  have  our  talk. 
If  not,  pull  out  and  let  your  visit  pass  just  as  a  friendly- 
call,  and  1  must  find  means  of  getting  at  you  in  some 
other  way,  for  absolute  secrecy  is  necessary  if  I  am  to  be 
helped  through  you  or  any  one.  Sincerely  yours, 

“M.  Dressner.” 

When  the  old  detective  had  finished  reading  this  letter 
he  passed  it  over  to  his  partner,  Young  King  Brady,  for 
they  were  opening  the  morning  mail  together. 

Alice  Montgomery,  the  famous  female  sleuth,  who  is  a 
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full  partner  in  the  Brady  Detective  Bureau,  had  not  ar¬ 
rived  at  the  office,  as  yet. 

“Read  that,  Harry,”  he  said,  “and  bear  witness  that  I 
told  two  weeks  ago  that  somebody  was  impersonating  that 
man;  also  that  he  knows  it  and  is  powerless  to  prevent  it.” 

“You  certainly  did,”  replied  Harry.  “I  don’t  have  to 
read  the  letter  to  make  that  admission.” 

He  read  it,  just  the  same,  and  handed  it  back  with  the 
remark  that  so  far  as  he  was  aware,  Inspector  Dressncr 
had  never  done  anything  in  particular  for  the  Brady 
Bureau. 

“That  is  true,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Such  police 
favors  as  we  have  needed  since  your  time  have  always 
come  through  my  good  friend  Inspector  Black,  but  before 
your  time,  when  Drcssner  was  a  captain  in  the  Tender¬ 
loin,  he  did  a  good  deal  to  help  me  along.” 

“What  is  this  great  favor  you  did  him,  Governor?” 

“I  prefer  not  to  say,  as  it  relates  to  his  own  private 
business.  I  scent  a  case  of  considerable  importance  here. 
I  shall  go,”  Old  King  Brady  replied. 

He  went. 

Arrived  at  Police  Headquarters,  he  sent  his  card  in  to 
Inspector  Dressncr,  and  after  a  brief  wait  was  received. 

Needless  to  sav,  Old  King  Brady  scanned  the  official 
at  the-  desk  with  more  than  ordinary  attention. 

*■-  i 

So  far  as  he  could  see  or  imagine,  Hoses  Drcssner  was 
the  man  lie  was  looking  at. 

But  he  was  coldly  greeted  and  asked  what  he  wanted. 

Old  King  Brady,  who  did  not  approve  of  the  “friendly 
call”  suggestion,  had  his  excuse  ready  and  he.  asked  for 
information  about  a  certain  matter,  which  was  declined. 

The  word  Ajax  not  being  mentioned,  Old  King  Brady 
promptly  pulled  out. 

As  he  told  Harry  later  in  the  day,  he  found  it  very  hard 
to  believe  that  he  had  :  ot  spoken  with  inspector  Dressncr. 

Yet  there  was  the  letter. 

Read  between  the  lines — and  even  following  the  lines— 

it  told  a  different  story. 

■*  */ 

Old  King  Brady  could  do  nothing  but  simply  wait. 

The  day  passed  and  no  word  came  from  the  inspector, 
but  late  in  the  evening,  just  ns  the  old  detective  was  get¬ 
ting  ready  for  bed.  he  was  called  to  the  telephone  at  his 
house  on  Washington  Square,  and  the  following  conversa¬ 
tion  look  place : 

“Well,  who  is  it?”  he  asked. 

“is  this  Mr.  Bradv?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  am  Inspector  Drcssner.” 

“Oh,  well,  inspector?” 

“You  were  disappointed  tin-  morning.” 

“Slightly — I  ’ll  admit  it.” 

“It  was  impossible  for  me  to  talk.  Could  you  meet  me 
at  the  comer  of  24tIi  si  root  and  Broarlwnv  in  half  an 
hour?  I  shall  he  in  a  taxi.  You  can  get  in  and  wc  will 

have  our  talk.” 

“No,  I  can’t,”  replied  the  old  detective,  emphatically. 

“Good  night!” 

“Here!  Hold  on,  Mr.  Bradv,” 

w 

But  Old  King  Brady  rang  off  and  hung  up  the  receiver 
without  f urther  talk, 

Harry,  who  stood  by,  asked  what  it  was  all  about,  and 

Old  King  Brady  explained, 


“'A  trap!”  said  Harry. 

“Manifestly,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “The  word 
Ajax  was  not  mentioned.  There  was  a  marked  difference 
in  this  man’s  voice,  as  I  remember  it.” 

“Did  you  notice  that  this  morning?” 

“Not  so  much.  Indeed,  I  could  see  no  more  difference 
than  One  might  expect  as  the  result  of  advancing  years.” 

“You  keep  your  eye  peeled.  Governor,”  said  Harry, 
anxiously.  “First  thing  you  know,  you'll  be  wiped  off: 
the  slate.” 

Several  days  passed,  but  the  matter  did  not  come  up 
again. 

Old  King  Brady  in  the  meantime  had  looked  up  letters 
of  Inspector  Drcssner  in  his  possession  and  compared  them 
with  the  writing  of  the  letter  in  question. 

This  comparison  convinced  him  that  the  letter  was  gen¬ 
uine! 

He  wondered  that  he  did  not  hear  from  the  inspector 
again. 

The  next  was  when  the  telephone  bell  rang  about  five 
o’clock. 

Old  King  Brady  had  stepped  out.  Alice  Montgomery 
answered. 

“Mr.  Brady  in?”  a  gruff  voice  called.  “I  am  Inspector 
Drcssner.” 

“Tie  will  be  hack  in  a/  minute,”  replied  Alice. 

“Ask  him  to  call  up  Spring  11888  Ajax.  Good-bye/’ 

Alice  told  Harry,  and  later  Old  King  Brady  called  up 
the  number  in  the  presence  of  both. 

This  time  he  got  a  voice  which  sounded  all  right  to  him. 

“I  am  Old  King  Brady.”  lie  called.  “Who  are  you?” 

“I  am  Inspector  Dressncr — Ajax,”  same  the  reply. 

“Correct.  Well,  inspector?” 

“Bradv,  I’ve  tried  my  best  to  get  at  you,  and  if  you  will 
believe  me,  this  is  really  the  first  time  I  have  even  dared 
to  call  you  up.  "Where  do  you  suppose  I  am  now?” 

“Where?”  * 

■  * 

“In  Callahan’s  undertakers  shop  on  the  Bowery.  I'm 
alone  for  the  first  time  in  a  long  while.  Any  attempt 
been  made  to  get  you  to  see  me  without  the  password 
being  used?” 

Old  King  Bradv  told  him  of  the  invitation  to  t lie  taxi. 

“It  was  a  fake,”  he  said.  “Honestly.  \  believe  if  you 
had  gone' there  you  would  have  gone  into  trouble.  This 
is  a  very  serious  matter.” 

“Is  your  life  in  danger,  Dressncr?” 

“Vv'ell.  I  hardly  think  so.  The  fraud  could  not  he  kept 
up  if  1  was  dead.  But  not  another  word.  1  simply  must 
see  vou.  How  shall  it  he  arranged?” 

“It  can  easily  he  arranged.  1  will  stop  in  a  taxi  in 
front - ” 

“No.  vou  won't.  I  get  into  no  taxi.” 

“Wait!  1  11  make  it  a  closed  car,  am]  Young  King 
Bradv  shall  he  the  chauffeur.” 

Better.  But  you  must  disguise.  !  f  you  come  in  vour 
usual  dress  you  will  be  promptly  spotted.” 

Now  Old  King  Bradys  usual  “dress”  means  a  lung 
blue  coat  with  brass  buttons,  an  old-fashioned  stock 
and  stand-un  collar  and  n  big  white  hot  with  *  very  broad 
brim. 

Thus  Attired  there  is  scarcely  a  crook  in  Ncn  York 
who  cUxa’t  know  the  old  detective  b\  sight. 
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And  OKI  King  Brady  went  on  to  say  that  at  eight 
o'clock  he  would  he  in  his  ear  on  Times  Square,  directly 
in  front  of  the  Times  building. 

“You  slip  in  and  off  we  go/’  he  said;  “hut  don't,  forget 
the  password.’* 

“I  certainly  shall  not,'-'  replied  the  inspector.  “PH  be 
there  if  the  thing  is  possible,  but  don't  wait  beyond  ten 
minutes,  for  if  I  am  being  too  closely  shadowed  I  must 
make  no  peculiar  moves.” 

“Shall  vou  be  in  disguise ?” 

“In  citizens  clothes,  but  not  in  disguise.” 

“I  shall  be  on  hand." 

“Wait  just  a  second.  I  can  be  sure  of  nothing.  Shut 
up  in  this  telephone  booth  with  my  friend,  the  undertaker, 
on  the  watch  outside,  I  feel  safe.  Such  a  thing  might  oc¬ 
cur,  or  rather  lias  occurred,  that  our  password  has  been 
discovered,  although  I  don't  think  it  is  possible.'5 

“Have  you  used  it  with  any  one  else?” 

“Yes;  there's  the  difficulty.” 

“Dressner,  we  must  have  a  new  one.'5 

“That  will  be  best.  You  make  it.” 

“Let  it  be  Indian  Pipe.” 

“Good!  To  be  used  the  instant  I  step  in.  But,  say,  you 
might  be  impersonated.  You  must  have  a  word  to  an¬ 


swer. 


y? 


“  Very  well;  it  shall  be  Gold  Ore.” 

“Correct.  Let  us  hope  we  are  able  to  pull  it  off.” 

There  was  a  little  more  talk,  then  he  rang  off. 

Most  all  of  this  Old  King  Bradv  repeated  to  Harry 
and  Alice,  and  preparations  were  made  for  keeping  the 
appointment. 

At  eight  precisely,  Harry,  acting  as  chauffeur,  pulled 
his  car  up  in  front  of  the  Times  building — that  is,  on  the 
42d  street  side. 

Immediately  a  man  stepped  out  of  the  drug  store  whom 
Old  King  Brady  could  not  do  otherwise  than  to  recognize 
as  Inspector  Dressner  in  plain  clothes. 

He  walked  briskly  up  to  the  car  and  the  old  detective 
opened  the  door. 

“Good  evening,”  said  the  inspector,  stepping  in. 

“Just  a  moment,  sir,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “What  is 
vour  business  in  my  car?” 

“Oh,  it's  all  right,  my  dear  fellow,”  replied  the  man, 
calmly  seating  himself.  “Ajax,  you  know — Ajax.” 

And  then,  to  Harry’s  surprise,  he  got  the  order  to  go 
ahead. 

“What's  the  matter  with  him?”  thought  Harry.  “Has 
he  forgotten  that  the  password  was  changed?” 

Xo,  Old  King  Brady  had  not  forgotten. 

He  was  simply  tired  of  playing  fast  and  loose  in  this 
singular  fashion. 

He  could  scarcely  believe  himself  in  danger  in  his  own 
car.  He  had  determined  to  go  ahead  with  the  false  in- 
sector  if  he  could  not  connect  with  the  real  one. 


CHAPTER  U. 

INSPECTOR  ORESSNER  BEGINS  If.CS  STORY. 

Kvervthing  had  been  arranged  so  that  Harry  could  hear 
a!;  that  wa.-  -aid,  but  there  was  little  to  hear. 

[]<■  turned  tic.*  car  up  Seventh  avenue. 

Old  King  Brady  sat  quietly,  waiting. 


The  inspector  did  not  speak  until  the  silence  grew 
painful. 

Then  he  broke  out  with  : 

“Well,  Mr.  Brady,  have  you  nothing  to  say?'5 

“Waiting  for  you,  Inspector.  What  should  I  have  to 
say?” 

The  inspector  gave  a  short  laugh. 

“My  story  is  soon  told,”  lie  said.  “When  I  talked  with 
vou  from  Callahan's  this  afternoon  I  considered  my  life  in 
danger,  but  all  that  is  changed  now.  I  have  had  certain 
differences  in  certain  quarters  which  then  looked  as  if 
they  never  could  be  fixed  up.  Since  then  matters  have 
straightened  out  and  all  is  settled.  I  am  sure  I  am  very 
grateful  to  you  for  the  trouble  you  have  taken  in  my 
behalf,  but  I  shan’t  need  vuur  services.  If  vou  will  tell  me 
what  your  bill  is  I’ll  settle  in  cash  right  now.” 

“My  dear  sir,  there  is  no  charge  for  I  have  done  nothing 
and  do  not  even  know  what  was  expected  of  me,”  replied 
the  old  detective.  “Any  little  thing  the  Bradys  can  do 
for  the  police  they  have  ever  been  only  too  happy  to  do — * 
as  is  well  known.” 

“Sure.  Well,  that’s  all  right.  I  shall  be  able  to  square 
accounts  with  you  somehow,  Brady.  About  that  matter 
you  asked  me  the  other  day,  I  was  afraid  to  speak  out 
then.  As  1  told  you,  I  am  being  spied  on.  I  can  answer 
now.” 

He  did  so. 

The  matter  was  not  of  the  least  importance,  of  course, 
but  as  Old  King  Brady  happened  to  know,  the  answer  he 
gave  was  perfectly  false. 

They  ran  up  to  the  Columbus  Circle  anil  there  the  man 
said  he  must  leave  the  car  and  he  did  so. 

Old  King  Brady  could  not  but  admire  his  nerve. 

He  played  his  part  as  well  as  was  possible  for  a  man 
who  had  acted  on  imperfect  information,  or  perhaps 
merely  from  guess  work. 

After  lie  had  gone,  Harry  asked  what  he  should  do. 

“Wait  a  few  minutes,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Wo 
have  had  the  false  inspector.  Possibly  we  may  now  get 
the  real  one,  though  I  hardly  think  it.” 

“Does  he  exactlv  resemble  Dressner,  Governor?  I 
scarcely  know  the  man,  and  I  have  never  seen  him  with¬ 
out  his  uniform.” 

“The  resemblance  is  marvelous,”  replied  the  old  de¬ 
tective,  “but  bis  manner  is  different.  Moses  Dressner  in 
his  vouth  was  a  sailor.  He  led  a  wild,  stormy  life  until 
he  was  thirty.  This  must  uive  taught  him  manv  lessons. 
When  I  first  knew  him  he  was  as  brave  and  courageous 
a  young  man  as  I  ever  met,  but  there  was  nothing  offensive 
in  his  manner,  rather  a  certain  mildness  which  this  man 
certainly  does  not  possess.  But  there  was  one  bad  break 
our  false  inspector  made  which  was  a  complete  giveaway.” 

“The  nassword?” 

x 

“Oh,  I  don’t  refer  to  that.  It  was  his  attempt  to  pay 
me.  Dressner  never  would  have  offered  me  money.  I 
am  satisfied  if  I  had  told  that  man  he  owed  me  a  thou¬ 
sand  dollars,  I  should  have  got  the  cash.” 

“1  believe  it,”  said  Harry.  “What  can  be  this  man’s 
game?” 

“He  represents  somebody  else,  of  course,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady.  “Probably  some  bunch  of  politicians  who 
1  have  axes  to  grind.  We  shall  never  know  what  it  all 
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means.  Probably  Dressner  don’t  know  himself,  although 
he  may  suspect.  Anyway,  we  have  seen  the  man  who  is 
making  all  this  newspaper  talk.” 

Old  King  Brady  pushed  his  head  out  of  the  automobile 
and  looked  all  around. 

“I  see  nothing  to  indicate  that  it  is^of  any  use  to  linger 
here,  Harry,”  lie  remarked. 

“Xor  do  I,”  replied  Harry.  “I  can't  see  just  why  you 
stopped  as  it  was.” 

Old  King  Brady  laughed. 

“Why,  the  fact  is,”  he  said,  “I  slightly  amended  my 
arrangement  with  Dressner.  I  did  not  tell  you  quite  all.” 

“And  why  this  secrecy?” 

“Is  it  not  a  case  which  calls  for  it?  But  I  suppose  I 
should  have  told  you.  Anyway,  I  told  him  over  the  tel¬ 
ephone  before  I  rang  oif  that  in  case  of  accident  there 
would  be  two  cars  and  in  the  second  would  lie  a  lady.  If 
the  false  inspector  got  me  he  was  to  get  in  with  the  lady 
alter  giving  another  password  and  follow  on  with  the  idea 
of  connecting  with  us  later.” 

“Xot  a  bad  idea.  The  lady  was  Alice,  of  course.” 

“  Yes.”  “  ' 

“You  might  just  as  well  have  told  me  this,  Governor.” 

“Perhaps  1  might,  Harry.  Really,  1  don’t  know  why 
l  didn't,-  except  that  I  was  in  a  secretive  frame  of  mind, 
brought  about  by  all  this  mystery,  1  suppose.  However, 

1  see  nothing  of  them.  Stay,  here  comes  a  ear  now.” 

A  closed  ear  came  dashing  up  to  them,  propelled  by 
James  Egan,  a  chauffeur  who  works  right  along  for  the 
Bradys,  and  who  is  perfectly  reliable. 

It  halted,  and  Alice  stepped  out  and  came  up  to  the 
Bradys'  ear. 

“He  is  in  there,”  she  said.  “He  wants  Harry  to  change 
places  with  Egan.  You  want  to  be  quick.  We  have  been 
closely  followed.  We  believe  that  the  ear  which  was  shad¬ 
owing  us  has  broken  down.  At  least,  it  stopped  a  few 
blocks  back.” 

Old  King  Brady  jumped  out,  Harrv  followed. 

A  moment,  later  both  cars  left  the  Circle. 

This  time  Old  King  Brady  knew  that  he  was  with  the 
real  Inspector  Dressner,  who  was  somewhat  disguised,  for 
the  correct  password  had  been  given  both  to  Alice  and 
himself. 

“You  see  how  slick  they  are,”  sighed  the  inspector,  as 
the  start  was  made.  “I  was  there  in  that  drug  store  at 
half  past  seven.  I  went  disguised.  If  i  had  not  seen  him 
there  I  should  have  undisguised  and  would  have  been 
ready  for  you.  As  it  was,  I  remained  hanging  around  and 
caught  Miss  Montgomery.” 

“Do  you  think  you  were  known?”  asked  the  old  de¬ 
tective. 

“Xot  to  him,”  was  the  reply.  “Perhaps  not  to  any¬ 
body,  when  you  come  to  say  known,  but  J  was  suspected 
by  the  horde  of  spies  he  employs  and  was  shadowed.  What 
is  worrying  me  now  is,  I  was  wondering  if  Callahan  can 
have  giv.en  me  away.  He  is  our  family  undertaker — has 
been  for  years.  I  bate  to  tliiuk  it.” 

“You  don’t  have  to  think  it,"  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“From  the  talk  lie  made  1  am  satisfied  that  this  man 
guessed  at  the  situation  and  was  prepared.” 

“He  seems  prepared  for  every  emergency,  when  it  comes 
to  that.” 

“Dressner,  who  is  he?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady, 
feeling  that  he  was  making  no  headway. 

The  Inspector  eyed  him  gloomily,  and  for  a  moment 
was  silent. 

“Actually,  I  don't  know,  Mr.  Brady,”  he  replied;  “but 
if  you  want  my  opinion  1  presume  he  must  be  my  twin 
brother,  whom  I  never  knew;  hut,  mind  you,  I  have  no 
proof  whatever  of  this.  That  is  one  of  the  things  I  want 
you  to  help  me  find  out.  You  have  seen  for  yourself  that 
the  man  is  my  very  double.” 

“He  certainly  is,  but  his  manner  is  different  from 
yours.  He  is  responsible  for  all  this  talk  about  you?” 

“Certainly.  1  am  not  the  sort  of  man  the  papers  have 
made  me  out,  an  arch  crook,  a  monumental  grafter.  I 
am  an  honest  man,  Brady.  I  have  lived  within  my  salary, 
and  I  saved  money.  Fortunate  investments  made  me 
fairly  well-to-do,  which  lias  given  these  people  a  handle  to 
work  with.” 

“I  don’t  understand  the  case  at  all,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  “and  1  suggest  that  we  lose  no  time  in  getting 
down  to  the  pith  of  the  matter,  for  there  is  no  telling  at 
what  moment  this  private  confab  of  ours  may  be  inter- 
supted.” 

“You  are  right.  I  will  begin  now,”  said  tbe  inspector; 
“and  the  first  tiling  I  have  to  say  is  that  I  don't  fully 
understand  the  case  myself.” 

“I  suspected  as  much,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “but  let 
me  have  the  facts  and  then  we  will  get  right  down  to 
business.” 

“Then,  to  begin  with,  you  know  all  the  agitation  there 
has  been  about  the  police  lately  and  the  position  J.  \Y. 
Slater  stood  in  when  it  began?” 

“Yes.” 

“My  troubles 'began  shortly  after  1  went  on  a  three 
weeks’  vacation.  It  was  while  I  was  gone  that  the  first 
report  of  me  being  seen  entering  Herman  Martin's  gam¬ 
bling  house  appeared  in  the  paper.  The  place  is  not  in 
my  district.  1  never  crossed  the  threshold.  1  was  at 
Shohola  at  the  time.” 

“Why  didn't  you  come  oht  with  a  statement?” 

“Why,  I  laughed  at  it  at  first,  but  1  was  soon  aroused 
from  my  confident  dream.  I  returned.  The  night  I  got 
back  my  bell  rung  and  I  was  told  that  a  man  who  wouldn't 
give  his  name  wanted  to  see  me. 

“I  sent  hack  word  -Shat  I  couldn’t  be  seen,  of  course. 
Back  came  the  servant  with  a  note  which  made  me  see 
the  man,  Brady,  and  then  my  troubles  began.”  v 

fill  is  was  said  in  a  tone  of  the  deepest  sadness. 

“\\  hat  was  it?”  asked  the  old  detective. 

“1  have  got  to  trust  some  one,  and  I  have  decided  to 
trifst  you,"  continued  the  inspector  in  the  same  sad  tone. 
“Do  you  remember  the  fuss  which  was  made  over  the 
death  of  Capt.  \\  iard,  the  bucket  shop  keeper,  years  ago?" 

“Perfectly.  You  were  wardman  then.  Wiard  was  one 
of  the  worst  crooks  iu  the  underworld  of  Wall  street.  He 
was  found  dead  in  front  of  his  bucket  shop  on  Wall  street, 
which  was  in  a  basement,  one  cold  winter's  morning,  with 
a  bullet  in  bis  heart.  The  mystery  was  never  cleared  up.” 

“Exactly.  It  was  -  who  shot  him.” 

“You?” 

“Yes,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“From  what  motive?” 
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“Simply  because  at  two  A.  M.  I  found  him  in  his  own 
or'iice  opening  the  safe.  I  scarcely  knew  the  man,  and  I 
thought  him  a  burglar.  I  rushed*  in  on  him.  We  grap¬ 
pled.  He  dodged  away  from  me  and  ran  out.  I  ordered 
him  to  halt.  He  would  not,  and  I  shot  him.  ;  There  was 
quite  a  large  sum  in  the  safe,  and  there  is  no  doubt  in 
the  world  that  his  intention  was  to  rob  his  partner.” 

*Aerv  likely.  I  remember  the  man.  He  was  quite 
capable  of  it.  Suspicion  attached  itself  to  his  partner, 
but  he  proved  an  alibi.  Afterward,  lie  committed  suicide 
and  many  believed  that  he  murdered  Wiard.  But  why 
was  the  matter  hushed  up?” 

“Let  me  explain.  Capt.  -  was  in  charge  of  the 

first  precinct  at  that  time.  As  it  happened,  he  was  doing 
the  rounds  that  night.  He  heard  the  shot  and,  as  far  as 
1  know,  lie  was  the  only  one  who  did  hear  it.  At  all 
events,  he  was  the  only  one  who  came.  I  reported  the 
affair  exactly  as  it  happened. 

“  Afose,’  he  said  to  me,  ‘this  man  is  Capt.  James  Wiard; 
he  and  his  have  a  big  pull.  You’ll  get  yourself  into 
trouble  for  this,  surest  thing  you  know,  and  like  enough 
you’ll  get  the  gallows — it  was  before  the  days  of  the  chair 
— it's  only  between  you  and  me.  I’ve  got  skeleton  keys. 
I'll  lock  that  door  and  we’ll  slope,  and  let  the  patrolman 
find  that  stiff  when  he  comes  out  of  whatever  warm  place 
he's  in.  We'll  never  let  on  to  any  one  how  it  happened 
- — see?’ 

“And  you  yielded?”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly. 

“Like  a  fool  I  yielded,”  continued  the  inspector. 
“Next  day  after  the  body  was  found  and  while  the  even¬ 
ing  papers  were  full  of  the  affair,  Capt. - called  me 

into  his  office  and  said: 

“  ALose,  it’s  all  very  well  for  you  and  me  to  have  that 
little  secret  between  us,  but  life’s  a  queer  game,  any¬ 
how.  Suppose  some  of  these  days  we  should  happen  to 
have  a  falling  out  and  you  should  take  it  into  your  head 
to  turn  on  me  and  give  it  out  that  I  did  the  job  and  you 
saw  me?’ 

“Of  course.  I  assured  him  that  I  was  incapable  of  such 
baseness,  Mr.  Brady,  but  he  would  not  listen.  He  had  a 
confession — he  called  it  a  ‘statement  of  facts,’  all  drawn 
up,  and  he  made  me  sign  it  in  the  presence  of  two  officers 
who  are  still  on  the  force  who  didn't  know  the  contents. 

“  Til  keep  this  for  my  own  protection,’  he  said. 

“  ‘And  what  protection  do  I  have  against  you?’  I  asked. 

“  ‘You  don’t  need  any,’  he  replied.  ‘I  am  a  square  man 
and  play  a  square  game,  that’s  all.  What’s  more,  I'm 
going  to  put  you  to  the  top.’  ” 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “and  how  did  it  turn 

out?  Capt. - is  long  since  dead,  hut  he  died  pretty 

near  the  top  himself,  and  you  climbed  with  him,  Dressner. 
You  can't  deny  that. 

“I  don't  deny  it,”  was  the  reply.  “On  the  whole,  I 
have  no  kick  coining.  He  never  blackmailed  me  for 
money,  but  that  ‘statement  of  fact's’  was  shaken  in  my 
face  more  than  once.  I  was  forced  to  do  things  which 
otherwise*  I  certainly  would  not  have  done.  Finally,  he 
dropped  dead.  I  was  already  inspector  and  would  have 
pivfn  limn v  thousands  of  dollars  for  that  paper;  but  1 
conlii  think  of  no  way  of  beginning  to  get  it  without  in- 
(  jfi'f  a  terribh  r-!;,  so  J  did  nothing,  and  as  the  years 


rolled  by  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  must  have  bee 
destroyed.” 

“And  the  truth?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

Just  then  Harry  stopped  the  car. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  asked  the  inspector.  “Are  vo 
being  followed?” 

“That’s  what  I  want  to  find  out,”  replied  Harr) 
“There’s  a  car  which  has  been  keeping  in  our  wake  fo 
a  number  of  blocks.  I  want  to  see  if  it  will  pass  us,  so 
stopped. 


CHAPTER  Ilf. 

BLACKMAIL. 

The  car  passed,  and  the  Inspector  declared  that  thos< 
in  it  could  not  be  spies. 

Harry  then  started  up  his  own  car,  and  ihe  Inspecto: 
resumed  his  story. 

“No,”  he  said,  “the  paper  was  not  destroyed.  Tha 
note  which  was  sent  up  to  me  on  the  night  of  mv  retun 
from  Sliobola  informed  me  that  it  still  existed  and  tha 
the  writer  wanted  to  see  me  in  connection  with  it.” 

“Who  was  he?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“  1  haven  t  the  faintest  idea,”  replied  Dressner.  “] 
never  saw  him  before,  nor  since.  He  didn  t  give  his  name. 
I  received  him  in  the  reception  room.  My  children  arc 
all  married  off  but  one  daughter,  who  lives  with  Mrs. 
Dressner  and  myself  ;  neither  she  nor  mv  wife,  knew  any¬ 
thing  about  the  matter  then,  but  they  know  all  now. 

“This  man  showed  me  a  photographic  copy  of  the  state¬ 
ment  of  facts,  which  was  on  two  sheets  of  paper,  neithei 
of  them  numbered.  The  wretches  who  are  at  the  bottom 
of  this  whole  business  had  interpolated  a  third  sheet, 
which  tilted  in  between  the  two,  and  in  which  I  was  made 
to  sav  that  I  had  gambled  in  Wiard’s  bucket  shop  and 
had  lost  heavily;  that  I  owed  ihe  man  a  grudge  and  shot 
him  for  that  reason.  I  was  allowed  to  keep  the  copy.  I 
have  it  still.” 

“With  you?  ’  asked  Old  King  Brady.  “I  should  like  to 
have  it.” 


“And  so  you  shall  if  you  are  going  to  take  the  matter 
up  for  me,”  replied  the  inspector. 

“I  certainly  am.” 

“For  which  you  have  my  full  gratitude.  Here  is  the 
copy.  Look  it  over  at  your  leisure.  I  will  hurry  through 
my  story.  That’s  all  which  happened  that  night.  I  was 
merely  given  this  copy  and  told  that  I  would  hear  more 
later. 

“Next  day  I  was  summoned  by - ” 

A  prominent  New  York  lawyer  of  shady  reputation  was 
named. 

“And  what  did  lie  have  to  sav?”  asked  Old  King 
Brady. 

“In  his  office  I  was  first  introduced  to  my  double,”  con¬ 
tinued  the  Inspector,  “that  is,  if  you  can  call  it  an  intro¬ 
duction  when  my  name  was  given  and  the  other  fellow  s 
wasn’t. 

“He  had  little  to  say.  By  the  lawyer,  as  we  will  call 
him,  for  I  admit  1  dread  to  mention  his  name,  1  was 
coolly  informed  that  for  ‘the  good  of  the  party’  it  would 
he  necessary  for  this  man  to  act  for  me  at  certain  times 
and  that  1  would  be  informed  just  when  1  should  be  on 
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luty  and  when  not  each  day  by  telephone  before  leaving 
.he  house.  A  regular  programme  was  mapped  out  which 
l  considered  atrocious  enough  at  the  time,  but  it  wasn’t 
x  marker  on  what  it  has  tome  to  be  since.  1  am  ordered 
hf  and  on.  J.  dare  not  call  soul  my  own.  Their  spies  are 
everywhere.  You  have  read  the  papers.  You  know  the 
clings  this  false  inspector  had  done  in  my  name,  and 
having  held  oil  so  long,  l  dare  not  speak  out  now.*' 

“And  the  penalty  of  refusal  was  the  publication  of  that 
‘statement  of  facts’  and  the  ripping  up  of  the  old  Wiard 
murder,  1  suppose?”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Exactly,”  replied  the  inspector.  “It  looks  to  me  like 
an  attempt  to  down  Slater  or  to  use  him.  I  am  merely 
one  of  the  links  in  the  chain.” 

“You  have  never  been  asked  for  money?” 

“Not  a  cent.  I  have  never  been  spoken  to  about  the 
matter  by  anybody  except  the  lawyer.’’ 

“Not  bv  vour  double?” 

v  %t  % 

“No,  strange  as  it  may  seem.  I  have  never  came  m 
direct  contact  with  him.  1  am  ordered  out  and  he  steps 
in.  1  am  ordered  in  and  he  steps  out,  and  there  you  have 

it.” 

“It  is  the  most  audacious  piece  of  business  I  ever  heard 
of,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But  let  me  tell  you  some¬ 
thing,  inspector;  whoever  is  back  of  this  business  must 
have  some  equally  strong  hold  on  Slater  or  the  man  would 
have  caused  your  removal  long  ago.” 

“I  believe  you,  Mr.  Brady.” 

‘•Why  not  get  together?” 

“I  couldn’t  trust  him.  1  know  the  man’s  record  too 
well.  lie  would  throw  down  his  best  friend.  To  save 
himself,  he  wouldn’t  hesitate  for  a  single  instant  to  sacri¬ 
fice  me.  No,  that  won’t  do;  but  if  you  can  prove  that  this 
mysterious  double  of  mine  is  my  twin  brother  and  make 
him  believe  it,  he  might  show  some  mercy.  Without  him 
these  wretches  are  helpless.  The  game  will  have  to  cease.*7 

“They  might  rip  up  the  Wiard  case  in  revenge.” 

“That’s  just  it,  and  why  we  can’t  be  too  careful.  Even 
the  servants  in  my  own  house  have  been  corrupted.  The 
chambermaid  saw  me  with  that  letter  to  you  in  my  hand. 
It  was  surely  reported.  I  have  since  discharged  her  and 
am  doing  without  one.  There  isn’t  the  least  doubt  that 
she  gave  rue  away.” 

“But  this  twin  brother  business,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Let  us  get  to  that.” 

“Which  brings  us  to  family  history,”  said  the  inspector, 
“My  father  was  a  yeoman  in  the  United  States  Navy.  He 
married  my  mother  in  1845  while  stationed  at  the  Brook¬ 
lyn  Navy  Yard,  and  built  her  a  little  hut — shanty,  they 
called  it  in  those  days — in  what  was  then  known  as  Jack¬ 
son’s  Hollow,  if  you  know  where  that  was.” 

“I  know  all  about  it,”  said  Old  King  Biady.  “Go  on.” 

“They  had  four  children  ahead  of  me,”  continued  the 
inspector.  “I  was  born  in  1852.  There  came  twin’s  that 
day,  both  of  us  hoys.  My  father  was  away  at  the  time  on 
a  cruise,  from  which  he  never  returned.  Word  came  to 
my  mother  that  he  had  died  of  yellow  fever  in  some  South 
American  port.  I  don’t  remember  which,  but  I  think  it 
was  Rio  Janiero. 

“Being  thus  left  n  widow  with  six  small  children  on 
her  hands,  my  poor  mother  had  to  do  the  best  she  could, 
and  she  worked  so  hard  that  she  also  died  before  the  year 


was  out.  The  four  older  bovs'were  sent  to  St.  John’s 
Catholic  Orphan  Asylum,  then  on  Bedford  avenue,  near 
Willoughby;  all  of  them  are  dead  now.  I  was  adopted  by 
a  Mrs.  Drcssner,  who  lived  in  Kent  avenue,  near  Myrtle, 
while  mv  twin  brother  was  given  to  another  woman  whose 

«•  'v 

name  i  could  never  learn,  nor  did  I  ever  know  the  name 
of  mv  twin  brother  until  this  thing  began,  when  I  looked 
into  the  matter  and  through  the  Brooklyn  birth  records 
found  that  it  was  Francis.” 

“And  your  lost  name,  inspector,  since  Dressner  is  not 
your  own?” 

“Is  Kileen.  Dressner  is  only  my  name  by  adoption.” 

“You  used  to  write  yourself  Moses?” 

“  Yes,  James.  I  dropped  it  tor  no  special  reason.  But 
there’s  my  trouble.  Brady,  now  what  can  you  suggest  in 
the  way  of  a  remedy?” 

“Several  things.  To  begin  with,  have  you  the  appoint¬ 
ing  of  your  own  stenographer?” 

“As  much  as  I  can  have  anything"  in  my  power.” 

“Who  acts  for  you  at  present?” 

“A  young  woman  named  Annie  Mullins.” 

“Is  she  loyal?” 

“Just  the  reverse,  as  I  believe.” 

“Discharge  her  at  once,  and  put  our  Miss  Montgomery 
in  her  place.  Can  it  he  arranged?” 

“I  can  try  it.  Miss  M.  will  be  in  disguise?" 

“Certainly.  Have  no  fear.  She  can  play  her  part. 
Next.  As  to  this  twin  brother  business,  I  will  look  into 
it.  Next,  we  must  throw  a  spy  into  the  enemy’s  camp.” 

“A  mighty  bad  thing  to  do.” 

“Trust  me.  I  know  the  very  man.  It  will  take  a  few 
days  to  get  him,  however.  I  have  to  go  to  Washington 
in  order  to  begin.” 

“Do  anything  you  like.” 

“Dressner,  how  much  arc  you  worth?” 

“I  am  almost  afraid  to  tell  you,  for  I  know  you  will 
think  me  a  grafter,  which  I  am  not,  and  never  was.” 

“X  believe  you.  Tell  it.” 

“Well,  then,  I  am  worth  about  half  a  million.” 

“They  will  attempt  to  tap  your  pile  yet,  take  my  word 
for  it.  If  you  refuse,  they  will  put  you  out  of  the  way. 
Have  you  any  enemies  high  up  in  the  party?” 

“Several.” 

“Name  them.” 

The  inspector  did  so. 

Two  were  mentioned  in  this  connection,  and  when  Old 
King  Brady  remarked  that  either  one  was  capable  of 
fathering  this  bold  scheme  of  blackmail,  he  spoke  only  the 
truth. 

“I  think  we  have  covered  the  whole  ground  now,”  the 
old  detective  said.  “Let  me  give  you  a  piece  of  advice. 
L  is  useless  to  try  to  conceal  your  connection  with  me. 
Waste  no  more  time  in  that  direction.  Get  Miss  Mont¬ 
gomery  into  your  office  just  as  quick  as  you  can.  and 
through  her  you  can  communicate  with  me  daily.  Mean¬ 
while.  if  you  want  to  see  me,  come  boldly  to  mv  office  and 
let  tlie  spies  at  vour  heels  report  the  same.  Now  where 
shall  I  leave  you?” 

“At  any  subway  station.  I’m  living  in  the  Bronx,  as 
you  know.  1  shall  go  directly  home." 

The  inspector  having  been  disposed  of.  Old  King  Brady 
and  Hurry  discussed  his  story  at  length. 
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I  \o  changed  my  views,”  said  the  old  detective.  “This 
i>  a  ca>e  of  blackmail,  pure  and  simple.  Somebody  has 
£ct  a  1K>1^  on  b'^ater  just  as  that  same  somebody  lias  a 
houl  on  Dressner.  He  or  they  are  milking  both.” 

“Shall  you  see  Slater?”  Harry  asked. 

“Aot  unless  I  am  invited,”  was  the  reply.  “He  prob¬ 
ably  has  his  own  detectives  working.  We  may  run  into 
them.  If  so,  we  want  nothing  to  do  with  them!” 

I  lani>  v  ere  then  discussed  which  will  develop  as  the 
story  proceeds. 

1  xic  fii&t  thing,  Old  King  Brady  declared,  was  to  find 
out  who  this  false  Inspector  really  was,  and  the  old  de¬ 
tective  felt  very  confident  that  lie  should  easily  be  able 
to  accomplish  this. 

Ye_\t  day  Old  King  Brad}’  went  to  Washington  and  re¬ 
turned  on  the.  day  following. 

He  was  pleased  to  learn  that  Harry  had  perfected  ar¬ 
rangements  to  have  Alice  enter  the  office  of  Inspector 
Dressner  on  the  following  day,  under  the  name  of  Spencer. 

To  help  this  out,  Alice  had  taken  rooms  in  Brooklyn 
with  friends  who  could  be  relied  upon  to  answer  questions 
properly  if  any  inquiry  should  be  made  about  her. 

The  next  day  came,  and  Alice  took  her  place, 
io  her  relief,  Inspector  Dressner  was  present  on  her 
arrival.  They  had  adopted  a  secret  sign  of  recognition 
which  even  the  Bradys  were  not  to  know. 

Anything  private  between  them  passed  in  writing, 
which  was  instantly  destroyed. 

Alice  was  not  to  go  near  the  Bradys,  hut  all  communi¬ 
cation  was  to  be  had  by  telephone. 

The  false  inspector  did  not  appear  at  all  that  day. 

In  the  evening  Alice  called  the  Bradys  up  and  so  in¬ 
formed  them. 

“So  far  so  good,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “How  did 
Miss  Mullins  take  her  discharge?” 

“She  was  very  sore  over  it  and  very  impudent  to  the 
inspector.” 

^  “Another  enemy  made.  Was  she  with  him  before  this 
thing  began?” 

“Oh,  yes;  she  had  been  with  him  about  two  years.” 
“You  didn't  see  her,  I  suppose?” 

‘'No;  she  had  gone  when  I  got  there.” 

Alice  had  little  to  communicate,  but  Old  King  Bradv 
was  destined  to  hear  from  the  inspector  himself. 

Ho  was  just  getting  mady  for  bed— it  was  shortly  before 
midnight — when  the  bell  rang  and  Harry,  upon  going  to 
the  door,  found  Inspector  Dressner  or  his" double  standing 
in  the  porch  alone.” 

“Weil,  sir,”  said  Harrv,  coldly. 

“Indian  Pipe,”  replied  the  Inspector. 

“'Walk  right  up  stairs,  Air.  Dressner,”  replied  Harry. 
“Old  King  Brady  will  he  glad  to  see  you.  Front  room. 
Hr  has  not  gone  to  bed  yet.” 

The  old  detective  met  him  in  the  hall. 

‘*Oh,  good  evening,  Inspector,”  he  said.  “Come  right 
in.  Harry,  just  see  if  the  Inspector  is  being  shadowed.” 

“He  needn’t  trouble  himself,”  said  Dressner.  “I  have 
been  shadowed  all  right.  A  little  parrot-faced  proposition 
is  watching  in  the  square  now.  He  has  tagged  after  me 
all  the  wa y  d o w n  from  the  B ronx . ” 

"You  -hall  go  home  in  our  car,’*  said  the  old  detective. 
“Kov  ,  then,  v.  hat’s  the  news?” 


I  hey  vere  in  Old  King  Brady’s  bedroom  by  this  time 
and  he  placed  a  chair. 

!  ^as  Burned  out  just  as  you  said,  Bradv.  To-nighi 

;  tney  struck  me  for  a  hundred  thousand  dollars.  I’m  tc 
I  c  Bvo  weeks  to  raise  it  in.  Failing,  the  statement  ol 
tacts  will  he  given  to  all  the  papers  in  New  York.” 

"In  what  form  was  it  put  up  to  you?” 

“By  letter.  Here  it  is.” 

1  he  letter  was  type  written,  anonymous,  and  had  been 
mailed  down  town. 

It  read  as  follows: 

“Dear  sir: — 

This  is  to  notify,  you  that  on  this  day  two  weeks,  our 
collector,  v* ill  call  on  you — particulars  for  identification 
will  be  given  later— and  that  you  will  then  be  prepared 
to  pay  him  one  hundred  thousand  in  cash,  to  be  used  for 
cause.  Failing  this,  a  certain  statement  of  facts  will 
promptly  appear  in  the  following  papers” — list  given. 

Trusting  that  your  sound  sense  will  show  you  the  neces¬ 
sity  of  complying  with  our  modest  request,  we  remain, 
yours  truly,  The  Syndicate.” 


CHAPTER  IV 


OLD  KING  BRADY  DROPS  A  BOMB  INTO  THE  ENEMY  S  CAMP. 


Good!  said  Old  King  Brady,  as  he  finished  reading 
this  atrocious  demand  for  blackmail. 

It  strikes  me  as  being  about  as  bad  as  it  can  be, 
replied  the  Inspector.  “Why  do  you  say  good?” 

“Because  it  gives  us  two  weeks  to  work  in,”  replied  the 
old  detective,  and  I  consider  that  more  than  sufficient. 
I  was  sending  you  word  in  the  morning  that  I  want  you 
to  meet  njc  in  the  Astor  House  lobby  at  ten  o’clock  and 
I  want  you  to  come  in  full  uniform.  I  wish  you  had  come 
here  so  dressed  to-night,  for  there  must  be  no  more  hid¬ 
ing  behind  the  door  in  this  matter.” 

I  am  m  your  hands,  Mr.  Brady.  Have  vou  learned 
anything  about  that  man?” 

“The  false  inspector?  No.  I  have  been  working  on 
other  lines.  I  take  that  up  to-morrow.  I  only  wish' we 
could  send'  a  defiant  reply  to  that  demand.  Possibly  we 
may  be  able  to.” 

He  rang  a  bell  and  Harry  appeared. 

“  Harry,  read  this,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“Bool,  upon  my  word,”  said  Harry,  after  reading. 

•“Fix  yourself  up  like  a  servant.  Get  over  to  that  spy; 
if  you  can,  bring  him  in  here.  If  not,  find  out  who  he’s 


working  for  and  if  there  is  any  chance  of  him  delivering 
a  letter  to  those  who  are  really  employing  him.” 

In  Jess  than  five  minutes  Harry  left  the  house  by  the 
basement  door,  and  went  across  to  the  Square. 

A  little  mail  of  perhaps  forty,  well  described  as  having 
a  ‘parrot  loco,  was  sitting  on  a  bench  in  such  a  posi¬ 
tion  as  to  be  able  to  watch  the  house. 

He  saw  Harry  coming,  but  did  not  move. 

As  for  Y  onng  King  Brady,  he  never  even  glanced  in  the 
direction  of  the  spy,  but  came  along  whistling  until  he 
was  right  abreast  of  the  fellow,  when  he  plumped  himself 
down  on  the  bench. 

•1  he  spy  looked  disgusted  and  edged  away. 

Wait,”  said  Harry,  “f  work  for  Old  King  Brady;  he 
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'it!  1^0  to  speak  to  you.  Xo  harm  intended.  He  pays 
lsh  for  information.  Who  are  yon  waiting  for?” 

“  I  don't  know  what  you  are  talking  about,”  growled  the 
arrot-faced  man. 

“Sure  you  do,”  replied  Harry,  lightly.  “See  that  house? 
fell.  Old  King  Bradv  lives  there,  and  in  there  went  the 
lan  yomare  being  paid  to  shadow.  You  know  who  he  is, 
f  course.  Xow  Old  King  Brady  wants  to  have  a  little 
alk  with  you,  and  if  you  take  rhy  advice  you'll  give  him 
he  chance.  It’ll  pay.” 

“I  dassent,”  said  the  spy,  in  a  low  voice,  at  the  same 
ime  looking  suspiciously  around;  “hut  if  there's  any  little 
joints  1  can  help  Mr.  Brady  out  on,  why - ” 

“Oh,  all  right.  There  are  a  few,  only  look  out  you  play 

traight,  or  your  doom  is  sealed.  Who  are  you  working 

•  *  * 
orr 

“  I  f ingston  1  letect  ive  Agency.” 

“You  know  who  you  are  shadowing?*’ 

“Sure.” 

“Know  why?” 

“Haven't  the  faintest  idea.’’ 

“There's  a  bunch  of  3-011  on  the  job  night  and  day,  I 
suppose?" 

“True.” 

“Know  who's  behind  the  Hingstons?” 

“Xo.” 

•*Any  chance  of  a  letter  reaching  the  man  at  the  top 
if  I  bring  one  out  to  you?” 

“Say,  I  won'/t  deceive  Mr.  Brady.  I  have  too  much 
respect  for  him.  I  don’t  know  anything  at  all  about  it. 
All  I  could  do  with  such  a  letter  would  he  to  turn  it  over 
to  our  super  at  the  office.” 

Harry  handed  the  man  five  dollars. 

“That's  square  talk,”  he  said.  “Here’s  yours.  If  you 
can  tip  us  off  with  anything  worth  while  there’ll  be  more 
coming.” 

He  went  back  and  reported. 

“Xo  use,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Can’t  send  a  defi¬ 
ance  by  that  man.  Xever  mind.  I  can  get  at  it  another 
way.  Harry,  order  the  car  and  take  Inspector  Dressner 
home.  Is  there  a  car  in  sight?” 

One  stands  on  the  corner  of  Fifth  avenue  opposite  the 
old  Duncan  house.” 

“Keep  an  eye  on  it.  Go  now.” 

The  inspector  was  ready  to  jump  into  the  car. 

Sure  enough,  they  were  trailed  all  the  way  to  his  house, 
and  there  was  a  spy  on  the  job  when  they  reached  it.  The 
parrot-faced  man  was  no  longer  in  evidence,  of  course. 

Thus  closely  was  tiie  inspector  being  watched. 

Xext  morning  he  met  Old  King  Brady  at  the  Astor 
House,  dressed  in  full  uniform. 

“Good  morning,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Are  you 
supposed  to  be  on  duty  to-day,  or  not?” 

“Xot.  I  was  notified  to  keep  out  of  sight  all  day.” 

“Is  this  the  first  time  you  have  kicked  over  the  traces?” 

“This  is  the  first  time.  My  wife  and  daughter  are 
scared  to  death  about  it.” 

“Let  them  rest  easy.  I’m  preparing  to  throw  a  bomb 
into  the  enemy’s  camp  which  will  make  them  sit  up  and 
pay  attention.  Tt  wouldn't  surprise  me  if  it  brought  the 
whole  business  to  a  head.  Come  with  mo.” 

“  Where?” 


“Inspector,  ask  no  questions.  If  you  want  to  save  that 
hundred  thousand  and  your  own  reputation,  simply  come.  ’ 

“All  right,”  said  the  Inspector.  “I’ll  go  anywhere  you 
say.” 

Old  King  Brady  took  him  to  the  City  Investing  Build¬ 
ing,  and  they  ascended  to  one  of  the  high-up  floors. 

Of  course,  the  inspector  attracted  full  attention. 

He  told  Old  King  Brady  that  had  been  shadowed  to  tiie 
Astor  House,  he  was  sure,  but  certainly  he  was  not  shad¬ 
owed  into  the  elevator. 

Reaching  the  floor  in  question,  the  old  detective  stopped 
before  the  door  of  x  law  office  which,  let  us  say,  bore  the 
name  of  “A.  J.  Dorian.” 

It  was  the  lawyer  in  the  question. 

One  name  will  do  as  well  as  another,  as  will  presently 
be  shown. 

Enough  to  say,  Dorian  was  not  the  name  under  which 
the  man  passed  in  Xew  York. 

The  inspector  gave  a  start  when  lie  saw  where  he  had 
been  brought. 

“You  don't  mean  to  say  you  ere  taking  me  here?"  he 
exclaimed. 

“Even  here,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“But - ”  1 

“Xo  huts,  if  you  propose  to  work  with  me.” 

“One  moment  before  wc  enter.  Do  you  know  Mr. 
Dorian?” 

“I  never  saw  the  man  who  calls  himself  Dorian  in  my 
life.” 

“Why,  then,  may.  I  ask - ” 

“Wait.  If  these  people  can  do  the  blackmailing  act, 
then  so  can  I,  and  I  propose  to  try  a  little  on  my  own 
account.” 

“  All  right.  Come  on.  I’m  in  your  hands  for  better  or 
for  worse.” 

Old  King  Brady  opened  the  door. 

It  communicated  with  an  ante-room  where  there  was 
onlv  an  office  boy. 

\y  %/ 

“Mr.  Dorian  in?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Have  you  an  appointment  with  him?”  asked  the  boy. 

“Yes.  Tell  him  Old  King  Brady  and  Inspector  Dress¬ 
ner  wish  to  see  him.” 

The  bov  looked  doubtful. 

1 

“I  don’t  think  he’s  in,”  he  muttered. 

“Sonny,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “you  arc  wondering  if 
it  will  cost  you  your  job  if  you  don't  make  all  the  trouble 
for  us  you  can,  as  per  order.  Let  me  tell  you  something. 
I'll  make  it  cost  you  your  job  if  you  don't  at  once  take 
in  our  names  to  Mr.  Dorian.” 

The  puzzled  boy  yielded. 

As  he  was  about  to  open  the  door  Old  King  Brady 
handed  him  a  card  which  bore  a  German  name  and  hail 
something  written  in  German  on  the  hack. 

“Give  him  that,”  he  said. 

The  card  went  in  and  the  boy  came  back  with  word 
that  the  visitors  were  to  follow  it. 

They  passed  through  an  elaborately  furnished  office, 
where  there  were  many  clerks  and  were  ushered  into  a 
private  office  in  which  Mr.  Dorian,  a  man  of  perhaps  tit < v. 
!  a  tall,  thin,  nervous-looking  person,  stood  ready  for  them. 

His  face  wore  a  dark  scowl,  and  yet  it  v,as  slightly  pai  \ 
i  Certainly,  lie  looked  very  much  disturbed. 
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“Close  the  door,  Janies,”  lie  said.  “I  can  see  no  one 
until  these  gentlemen  are  gone.” 

The  door  closed.  The  lawyer  turned  on  Inspector 
Dressner.  and  said : 

“VUiat  is  the  meaning  of  this,  Mr.  Dressner?” 

“I  refer  you  to  Old  King  Brady,”  replied  the  inspector, 
calmly. 

“Well,  sir?” 

The  lawyer  glared  at  the  old  detective. 

“  V  ell,  Mr.  Katchaka,”  retorted  Old  King  Brady. 
“Sir!”  thundered  the  lawyer.  “How  dare  you?  I- 


“Wait.  Thar’s  your  name.  Katchaka — Hungarian 
name.  Sounds  like  a  Spanish  dance.  You  have  no  claim 
whatever  to  the  name  of  Dorian.  You  are  Karl  Katchaka, 
formerly  an  Austrian  police  spy  in  Buda  Pesth,  Hungary. 
Wanted  to-day  for  having  basely  betrayed  the  secrets  of 
the  Austrian  government.  Shall  we  sit  down?” 

Deathly  pale,  the  lawyer  dropped  into  his  swing  chair. 

“'Please  yourself,”  he  growled. 

They  sat  down. 

“The  card  of  the  Austrian  minister  should  have  pre¬ 
pared  you,  brother,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“The  matters  you  refer  to  happened  thirty  years  ago,” 
he  said.  “You  can’t  harm  me.” 

“Can't,  eh?”  retorted  Old  King  Brady.  “Be  good 
enough  to  read  this.” 

He  produced  a  paper  and  saying,  “Only  a  copy,  Mr. 
Katchaka,”  tossed  it  over  to  the  man. 

It  was  an  order  from  the  Chief  of  the  IT.  S.  Secret  Ser¬ 
vice  to  arrest  Karl  Katchaka  wherever  found,  and  to  de¬ 
liver  him  at  Washington. 

The  order  was  addressed  to  the  Brady  Detective  Bureau, 
New  York. 

The  lawyer  looked  it  over,  and  then,  pushing  it  aside, 
began  some  pretty  direct  talk. 

; Going  to  try  to  execute  this,  Mr.  Brady?” 

That  depends.” 

“On  what?” 

“Whether  you  will  help  me  trap  the  false  inspector 
who  is- trying  to  blackmail  our  friend,  Inspector  Dressner, 
or  not.” 

“That’s  a  hard  question.” 

“You  will  have  to  answer  it.” 

“To  help  you  as  you  say  spells  ruin  for  me,  financially 
and  politically.” 

“Either  that,  or  back  to  Austria  you  go.”* 

“How  did  you  learn  who  I  was?” 

“Through  my  connection  with  the  IT.  S.  Secret  Ser¬ 
vice  Bureau.” 

“Has  the  Bureau  known  for  any  length  of  time  that  I 
was  Katchaka  and  wanted  in  Austria?” 

“  For  about  ten  years.” 

“Can  it  be  possible?” 

“It  is  so.  I  have  known  about  you  for  five.” 

“And  why  have  they  not  acted?” 

“Nothing  in  it  for  any  one.  If  they  acted  on  all  the 
information  of  that  sort  they  possessed,  they  would  be 
kept  busy,  indeed.” 

“They  will  act  now,  unless  ]  yield  to  you?” 

“They  most  assuredly  will.  You  see  what  the  Austrian 
Minister  has  written  on  the  back  of  bis  card?” 

“J  -ee.  Doe-  he  know  where  I  am  and  who  I  am?” 
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“He  knows  nothing  and  will  know  nothing  if  yon  con 
over  on  our  side  and  pull  with  us.” 

“Very  well.  You  have  me  fairly  cornered,  Mr.  Brad; 
I  have  heard  of  you  and  your  work.  Let  me  complimei 
you  op  your  skill.” 

Old  King  Brady  removed  his  big  hat  and  bowed. 

“A  compliment  from  Lieutenant  Katchaka,  late  Chi< 
of  the  Austrian  Imperial  Spy  System,  should  be  a  con 
pliment  indeed,”  he  said.  “You  have  chosen  wisel; 
While  you  stick  to  me,  you  are  absolutely  safe,  always  pr< 
viding  nothing  serious  happens  to  me  until  we  hav 
cleaned  up  this  mess.  Should  it  prove  otherwise,  you  ai 
done  for.” 

“I  understand.  Now  before  we  get  down  to  busines 
a  word  with  you,  Mr.  Dressner.  Are  you  aware  that  yo 
are  risking  your  life  by  appearing  on  Broadway  in  un 
form  on  this,  one  of  your  days  of  retirement?” 

“I  refer  you  to  Old  King  Brady,”  growled  the  inspectoi 

“Very  good.  Now,  then,  Mr.  Brady?” 

“First  and  foremost,  who  is  back  of  the  business?”  dt 
manded  the  old  detective. 

“I  am  going  to  answer  you  truly,  but  you  will  believ 
I  am  lying,”  said  the  spy.  “I  don’t  know.” 

“I  accept  the  answer  as  the  truth.  How  much  do  yo 
know?” 

“So  little  that  it  will  surprise  you.  I  will  truthfull 
answer  every  question  you  put.” 

“You  have  been  retained  to  manage  this  affair?” 
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As  part  manager. 

“By  whom?” 

The  name  given  we  won't  repeat. 

It  was  that  of  a  very  prominent  politician  holding  n 
office. 

“Do  you  believe  him  to  he  the  principal?” 

“I  am  certain  he  is  not.” 

“Same  party  blackmailing  Slater?” 

-  “Such  is  my  personal  belief.  I  know  nothing  whateve 
about  it.” 

“You  have  nothing  to  do  witli  that  end?” 

“Absolutely  nothing.” 

“Know  who  lias?” 

*  “No.” 

“Who  provided  this  false  Inspector?” 

“I  did.” 

“What's  his  name?” 

“He  is  known  to  me  as  Felix  Flammer.” 

“His  business?” 

“Same  as  yours.” 

“Where  does  he  come  from?” 

“Boston.” 

“Did  you  know  him  before  you  engaged  him?” 

“  Yes.  He  has  done  detective  work  for  me  off  and  01 
for  a  number  of  years.” 

“Is  he  connected  with  any  bureau  or  agency,  or  is  L 
an  independent?” 

“Independent.  Began  with  the  Hingstons  in  their  Bos 
ton  office;  was  kicked  out;  lias  worked  independent  eve 
since.” 

“You  chose  him  on  account  of  his  resemblance  to  Mr 
Dressner,  of  course?” 

“Yes,  and  because  T  knew  lie  could  fill  the  bill.” 

“  He  reports  to  you?” 
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“Yes.” 

‘‘Does  he  know  anybody  else  in  the  matter?” 

“Nobody.” 

“Read  this  letter.” 

“Is  it  the  demand  for  a  hundred  thousand  dollars?” 
“Yes.” 


“Then  I  don’t  have  to  read  it,  for  I  wrote  it.” 
“Per  order  of  — ■ - ?” 


“Exactly.” 

“Does  Flammer  know  it  was  written?” 

“He  knows  nothin#  at  all  about  it.” 

“That’s  all.  Now,  then,  Mr.  Dressner,  are  there  any 
questions  you  want  to  aisk?” 

“Mr.  Dorian  has  certainly  made  good,”  said  the  in- 
pector,  “and,  like  you,  I  believe  what  he  says.  The  only 
[uestion  I  want  to  ask  is  whether  this  Flammer  fancies  he 
hay  be  some  relation  of  mine?” 

“He  has  such  a  notion,  but  lie  knows  nothing  about  it. 


le  knows  nothin#  of  his  parentage.” 

“Is  Flammer  his  real  name?” 

“It  is  the  name  lie  has  always  borne,  he  told  me.  He 
ikso  says  lie  does  not  know  whether  it  is  his  true  name 


>r  not.” 

“Let  me  put  one  more  question — no,  two,”  said  Old 
xing  Brady,  when  the  inspector  said  “that’s  all.” 

“Co  ahead,”  said  the  lawyer.  “You've  got  me  by  the 
.hort  hair;  pull  as  hard  as  you  please.” 

“I’m  not  pulling  so  very  hard.  What  do  you  believe 
he  true  motive  is  for  this  job?” 


“  Revenge.” 

The  Inspector  started. 

“On  whose  part?”  he  eagerly  demanded. 

“My  second  question,”  added  Old  King  Brady. 

“No  idea,”  drawled  the  spy.  “Really,  I  don’t  know. 
Now,  then,  what’s  the  next  thing  on  the  programme?” 

“The  next  thin#  is  to  find  that  out,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “You’ll  have  to  return  to  you r  job  and  play 
die  spv.”  , 

“All  right,”  chuckled  Katchaka.  “I’d  just  as  soon, 
fn  fact,  I, shall  rather  enjoy  it.  Like  old  times,  you  know. 
Then  it  may  help  me,  for  one  thing  is  dead  sure — if  .  I 
*york  with  you  and  don’t  get  the  man  at  the  top  in  the 
md,  said  man  is  hound  to  get  me.” 


CHAPTER  Y. 

GETTING  KIGHT  DOWN  TO  BUSINESS. 

When  Alice  turned  up  at  police  headquarters  that  sec¬ 
ond  morning  and  Inspector  Dressner  walked  iiq  she  was 
bound  to  admit  that  she  could  not  toll  whether  he  was 
i  he  true  or  the  false. 

She  soon  discovered  that  there  was  no  password  com¬ 
ing  that  morning,  however. 

He  gave  her  one  look,  but  it  expressed  no  surprise. 

Doubtless  he  had  been  tipped  off  as  to  her  coming  the 
day  before. 

He  even  knew  her  name,  and  said,  “Good  morning,  Miss 
Spencer.” 

Then  lie  opened  his  desk  and  began  busying  himself 
with  the  papers  it  contained. 

A  duplicate  key  to  the  desk,  the  combination  of  the  safe 
md  many  other  things  Inspector  Dressner  had  been  forced 


to  surrender  to  his  double,  as  he  had  explained  to  Alice 
the  dav  before. 

He  had  also  set  her  certain  routine  work  which  had  to 
be  done,  and  she  was  busy  about  that  now. 

it  occupied  her  for  over  two  hours,  during  which  time 
the  false  inspector  seldom  addressed  her. 

At  last  he  called  to  her  to  take  dictation,  which  she  did 
with  all  the  skill  of  a  professional,  for  Alice  is  perfectly 
at  hom6  at  this  sort  of  work. 

There  were  several  of  these  letters,  all  relating  to  the 
real  business  of  the  office. 

At  last  he  ordered  her  to  close  the  door  connecting  the 
outer  office,  and  began  again,  thus : 

“To  the  Brady  Detective  Bureau,  Union  Square,  City.” 

Having  got  thus  far,  he  paused  and  fixed  his  eyes  on 
Alice,  but  she  never  changed  a  hair. 

“Got  that?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,”  replied  Alice. 

Then  it  wa  ■ : 

“Referring  to  my  conversation  with  your  Old  King 
Brady  on  the  evening  of  the  18th,  1  desire  to  say  that 
there  seems  to  have  been  some  misunderstanding.  I  dis¬ 
tinctly  told  him  then  that  circumstances  had  changed 
and  that,  as  matters  were,  I  required  no  assistance. 

“I,  therefore,  suggest  the  prompt  removal  of  the  able 
assistant  he  has  kindly  bestowed  upon  me.  Very  truly.” 

Alice  wrote  it  all  out  and  sat,  waiting. 

“Anything  more,  sir?”  she  asked. 

“Nothing  more  after  that,  Miss  Spencer.” 

“  Very  good.  Shall  I  go  on  with  those  papers?” 

“No,  Miss  Spencer.  I  said  nothing  more.” 

“But  I  have  nothing  else  to  do,  sir.” 

“Yes  you  have.  There  is  one  thing  von  can  and  must 
do.” 


Sir 

“Put  on  your  things  and  go  home.” 

“Indeed!  Have  I  given  dissatisfaction,  then?  You  said 
yesterday  that  my  work  was  entirely  satisfactory.” 

He  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  her  for  a  moment,  and 
then  said : 

“Young  woman,  you  can  take  that  letter  and  hand  it 
to  Old  King  Brady  ;ith  my  compliments.  That’s  all  I’ve 
got  to  say.  Go  now,  and  don’t  come  here  again,  unless 
you  are  anxious  to  find  yourself  in  trouble.  Here,  give 
me  the  letter,  and  I’ll  sign  it.” 

It  was  useless  to  waste  further  words. 

Alice  left  at  once,  but  she  left  the  letter  behind  her,  of 
course. 

When  she  got  to  the  office  Old  King  Brady  and  Harry 
were  there. 

“What  are  you  doing  here?”  ihe  old  detective  asked. 

“Oh,  I've  been  fired,”  said  Alice,  and  she  told  him 
what  had  happened. 

Old  King  Brady  pondered  for  a  moment  and  then,  go¬ 
ing  to  the  telephone,  he  called  up  Dorian. 

“Inspector  Dressner  has  just  dismissed  his  stenog¬ 
rapher.”  he  said.  “I  desire  that  she  shall  at  once  be  re¬ 
instated.  Arrange  for  if,  please. ” 

Alice  was  amazed. 

Harry  laughed. 

Ihie  governor  has  been  doing  great  work  this  morn¬ 
ing,”  he  said. 
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Old  King  Brady  then  explained. 

“Have  you  got  the  nerve  to  go  right  back  there,  Alice ?” 
he  asked. 

‘Til  go  if  I’m  ordered,”  replied  Alice;  “but  I  must 
admit  I'm  afraid  of  that  man.  He  makes  me  shudder 
every  time  I  look  at  him.” 

“Don't  let  her  go,  then,'''  said  Harry,  who  is  practically 
engaged  to  Alice  and  always  very  careful  of  her. 

“If  you  feel  afraid,  Alice,  don't  go,’*  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

Just  then  the  telephone  rang. 

It  was  the  spy. 

“Mr.  Brady,”  he  said,  “I  wouldn’t  insist  upon  that  if 
I  were  you.” 

“Why?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

“Because  it  will  put  me  in  a  bad  position  and  prevent 
me  from  working  as  I  have  planned.” 

“Very  well,  I  won't  insist,  then.  Cut  it  out.” 

“You  keep  vour  hands  off  for  a  few  days.  Give  me  a 
chance  to  turn  myself.” 

“  Very  well.  Perhaps  it  will  be  best.” 

Alice  was  thus  relieved  from  doing  something  that  cer¬ 
tainly  would  have  been  very  distasteful  to  her. 

“Go  to  Brooklyn  and  see  what  you  can  do  with  the 
priest  of  St.  Patrick’s  Church,  on  Kent  avenue,  near 
Myrtle,"  said  Old  King  Bradv.  “The  church  records 
there  may  give  us  a  clue  to  what  become-  of  Inspector 
Dressner's  twin  brother.  You  may  take  that  up.” 

And  Alice  departed  on  her  new  mission. 

“Now,  Harry,  we  will  shadow  that  man,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “From  what  Alice  tells  me  of  him,  what  Dressner 
has  alreadv  told  and  what  I  know  mvself,  it  would  not 
at  all  surprise  me  if  this  Fiammer  was  playing  a  game  of 
his  own.  He  don't  strike  me  as  a  man  who  would  he 
likely  to  play  second  fiddle  to  any  one  if  he  could  get  hold 
of  the  first  instrument.  He  seems  to  he  an  expert  in 
the  shadowing  line  himself.  Let  us  see  if  we  can’t  watch 
him.  I’ll  go  afoot  and  lay  for  him.  You  be  ready  in  a 
car  in  case  he  takes  to  one.  We’ll  see  where  he.  goes 
when  he  leaves  headquarters.  He  must  have  some  place 
where  he  sheds  his  uniform.  I  should  like  to  know  how 
lie  spends  his  evenings,  too.” 

“A  good  idea.”  said  Harry.  “Only  thing  is,  if  he  don’t 
give  us  the  slip  before  we  can  get  on  the  job.” 

“We  must  take  our  chances  on  that,”  replied  the  old 
detective.  “We  must  prepare  for  a  long  siege.  Maqe  up 
as  a  gentleman  and  go  in  Egan’s  car,  for  our  own  number 
is  known  to  him.” 

Old  King  Brady  left  first. 

Ho  was  made  up  as  a  seedy  old  man  who  might  be  any¬ 
thing  or  anybody. 

Reaching  police  headquarters,  he  stationed  himself 
where  he  could  watch  the  main  entrance. 

This  is  a  very  hard  building  to  shadow  on  account  of 
its  many  doors. 

Old  King  Brady  could  only  take  his  chances,  as  he  had 
said. 

Harry  turned  up  in  due  time,  and  Old  King  Brady 
►  netted  him  on  the  side  street. 

Thev  were  fortunate  enough  to  win  out  where  they 
might  easily  have  failed. 

At  last,  toward  four  o’clock,  the  false  inspector  emerged 


4  k  ' 


from  the  main  entrance  and  sprang  into  a  car,  widet 
had  been  waiting  for  some  little  time. 

Ho  had  a  fall  overcoat  over  his  uniform  and  wore  ar 
ordinary  fedora  hat. 

The  car  ran  through  to  the  Bowery  and  then  struct 
north,  keeping  on  Third  avenue  as  far  as  38th  street 
when  jt  went  west  and  stopped  before  a  stylish  dwell 
mg  in  the  Murray  Hill  section,  which  looked  as  if  it  might 
now  be  a  hoarding  house.  Here  the  man  entered  and  the 
car  remained  waiting  for  an  hour,  when  lie  came  out  in 
citizens’  clothes  and  was  whirled  away. 

The  Brad  vs  shadowed  it  west  to  46  th  street,  bey  one 
Broadway,  where  the  false  inspector  again  left  it  anc 
entered  another  brownstone  dwelling,  the  car  this  tiriK 
going  its  way. 

The  Bradys  halted  at  the  corner. 

“Gambling  house,  do  you  suppose?”  asked  Harry. 

It  may  he,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “but  if  so  it's  a 
new  one  on  me.” 

“Flow  are  we  to  ascertain?” 

“What  we  must  not  do  is  to  apply  to  the  police.” 

“Yes,  that’s  certain.” 

“And  it’s  too  early  to  make  anything  by  watching  the 
house?” 

“Exactly.  You  go  to  the  Hotel  Metropole.  There  are 
usually  gamblers  hanging  out  there.  Perhaps  you  can  hit 
one  who  will  post  you.” 

“And  you?” 

“I  will  remain  on  the  watch  here.  Yon  take  the  car.” 

After  Harry  had  gone  Old  King  Brady  shuffled  past 
the  house  several  times. 

He  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  must  be  a  gambling 
house. 

He  went  around  the  block  and  inspected  the  rear  and 
here  he  made  a  discover}-,  for  directly  in  the  rear  was  a 
similar  house  which  was  to  rent. 

The  agent’s  name  on  the  bill  made  Old  King  Brady 
chuckle,  for  he  was  a  man  whom  the  old  detective  well 
knew. 

He  hurried  to  this  man’s  office,  which  -was  on  Broad¬ 
way,  in  the  fifties,  and  late  as  was  the  hour  for  a  business 
man  of  this  stamp  to  be  in  his  office,  Old  King  Brady 
found  him  still  on  the  job. 

He  asked  about  the  46th  street  house. 

“  Yes,”  said  the  agent,  “I  believe  a  game  has  Recently 
started  up  there.  In  fact  I  know  it.  What  is  it  all  about? 
I’m  willing  to  help  you  if  it  is  an  individual  matter,  but 
I  am  not  in  position  to  move  against  the  proprietor  of 
that  house.” 

“Are  you  the  agent?” 

“Well,  no.  It  is  not  in  my  hands  now,  but  it  was.  It 
belongs  to  the  same  estate  as  the  45th  street  house.” 

“Who  is  the  proprietor?” 

Give  me  some  clue  to  your  motive.  You  really  must.” 
My  motive  is  simply  to  shadow  a  crook  who  goes  in 
there.  I  was  hoping  that  you  could  give  me  a  key  to  the 
vacant  house  so  that  I  could  do  the  shadowing  from  the 
rear.” 

“You'll  never  be  able  to  do  it.” 

“I’m  a,  detective.  I  am  used  to  such  business.  There 
are  ways  and  ways.” 

“Y ou  shall  have  the  key,  hut  hut  don’t  ask  me  any 
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tore.  Really,  my  hands  are  tied.  I  advise  you  to  look 
it  for  yourself,  though.  You  have  undertaken  a  more 
mgerous  job  than  you  imagine.” 

Knowing  his  man,  Old  King  Brady  left  with  the  key, 
ell  satisfied  that  he  was  keeping  back  something  more 
inn  the  mere  name  of  the  proprietor  of  the  gambling 
ouse. 

Tie  returned  to  4Gtli  street  and  found  Harry  there  with 


le  car. 

u  V 


You  deserted  your  post,  governor,”  lie  remarked. 

“Yres,  I  had  to,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “It  couldn't 
e  helped.  IPs  a  gambling  house  all  right.” 

“It  is.  It  is  being  run  by  an  entire  stranger  in  New 
'ork,  as  far  as  the  sports  of  the  underworld  are  con- 
erned.  A  Boston  gambler  named  Jack  Stone.” 

“I  know  all  about  him.  He  kept  a  house  on  Hayward 
*lace,  off  Tremont  street,  for  a  number  of  years.  He’s 
s  big  a  rascal  as  ever  stepped.  How  long  has  he  been 
ere?” 

“About  eight  weeks.” 

“Who  told  you?” 

Harry  mentioned  the  name  of  a  prominent  New  York 
ambler. 

% 

“Get  any  further  particulars?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“No.  He  would  not  tell  me  a  tiling  more,”  was  the 
eply,  “except  that  the  place  was  being  kept  very  close. 

“It  is  in  Inspector  DressnePs  district,  incidentally. 

“Is  it?  I  don’t  know  its  boundaries.” 

“I’m  right  about  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  and  he 
xplained  to  Harry  about  the  vacant  house  in  the  rear 

nd  the  kev. 

%/ 

The  car  was  now  dismissed  and  the  Bradys  went  to  45th 
treet. 

Instead  of  entering  the  house  directly,  they  stood  for  a 
ew  minutes  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  looking  it 
>vor  and  talking. 

It  was  most  fortunate  that  they  did  so,  for  suddenly 
•ut  through  the  basement  door  came  two  men. 

“Well,  look!”  whispered  Old  King  Brady. 

The  men  were  Jack  Stone  and  the  false  inspector. 


>> 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  SPY  SPEAKS  IN  THE  DARK. 

Old  King  Brady  drew  closer  to  Harry  and  pretended 
;o  be  talking  earnestly. 

He  apparently  paid  no  attention  whatever  to  the  Boston 
gambler  and  his  companion.  Actually  he  was  watching 
;hem  out  of  the  tail  of  his  eye.  He  scarcely  feared  dis¬ 
covery.  His  disguise  was  too  perfect  for  that. 

The  pair  passed  on  toward  Broadway  and  vanished 
iround  the  corner. 

“There  you  are,  Harry,”  elm  elded  the  old  detective. 
‘Now  I  understand  what  my  friend,  the  agent,  was  hold¬ 
ing  back.  This  house  is  the  secret  exit  for  Jack  Stone’s.” 

“Looks  so,”  replied  Harry.  “Was  that  man  with  our 
false  inspector  Stone  himself?”  % 

“He  was.” 

“Rather  a  good  looking  proposition.*’ 

“He  is  a  merciless  scoundrel,  with  a  record  as  black  as 

midnight.” 


“It’s  up  to  us  to  be  careful  how  we  handle  ourselves  in 
that  house,  Governor.” 

“Decidedly.  We  shall  be  able  to  manage  it  all  right, 
I  daresay.  Now  seems  a  good  time.  Let’s  move.” 

Old  King  Brady’s  key  was  to  the  front  door. 

They  ascended  the  steps  and  the  old  detective  had  the 
door  open  in  no  time. 

Nobody  appeared  to  be  observing  them;  indeed,  there 
were  but  few  persons  passing  at  the  time. 

Harry  closed  the  door  and  Old  King  Brady  got  out  his 
flashlight  and  threw  it  about. 

It  seemed  just  a  vacant  house  and  a  very  dirty  one  at 
that. 

“The  first  thing  is  to  make  sure  that  we  have  the  prem¬ 
ises  to  ourselves,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady.  “We  will 
go  to  the  basement  and  see  if  we  can  locate  this  road 
through  to  the  other  house,  for  of  course  it  exists.” 

They  stole  down  the  basement  stairs,  but  it  was  only  to 
find  the  door  at  the  bottom  firmly  bolted  on  the  other 
side. 

“Good  enough!”  muttered  Old  King  Brady.  “This 
house  goes  with  the  other,  of  course,  and  must  be  rented  in 
a  hurry.  Come  on  up  stairs,  Harry,  and  we  will  see  what 
can  be  caught  from  the  back  windows  if  anything.” 

They  went  up  to  the  second  floor. 

There  were  inside  blinds  here,  which  were  closed.  Old 
King  Brady  turned  the  slats  and  peered  over  at  the  gam¬ 
bling  house. 

Lights  burned  in  all  the  windows  but  there,  also,  blinds 
were  closed  and  shades  drawn. 

*  “Nothing  doing,”  said  Harry. 

“I  feared  as  much,”  was  the  reply;  “but  we  have  made 
our  discovery.  This  man  Klammer  holds  out  here  and  is 
thick  with  Jack  Stone.  I  have  no  doubt  they  have  gone 
to  supper  together  now.” 

“There  is  one  point  I  don't  quite  understand.  Governor, 
and  that  is  why  it  should  be  desired  to  paint  Inspector 
Dressner  in  such  black  colors  before  the  public." 

“Desire  for  revenge  covers  that  ground/'  replied  the 
old  detective,  who  was  standing  at  the  window. 

“Look!”  he  instantly  added.  “The  road  is  no  secret 
way — just  the  back  yards.” 

Three  men  had  come  out  of  the  basement  of  the  house 
they  were  in. 

They  passed  the  length  of  the  yard,  slipped  through 
some  concealed  gate  in  the  back  fence,  covered  the  other 
yard  and  entered  the  gamblinghouse  by  the  basement  door. 

“Clever!”  remarked  Old  King  Brady.  “Let’s  go  up  to 
the  next  floor.  Harry.  I  want  to  see  what  there  is  to  he 
seen  in  this  house.” 

They  looked  in  all  the  rooms  on  the  floor  where  tliev 
were  first. 

On  the  next  floor  they  struck  in  at  the  back  chamber. 

No  sooner  had  they  opened  the  door  than  a  voice  spoke 
up  out  of  the  darkness,  saying: 

“Good  evening,  gentlemen!” 

It  was  startling,  for  they  could  see  nohodv. 

“Who  spoke?*'  demanded  Old  King  Brad\. 

“Don't  you  recognize  my  voice?”  came  the  quick  an¬ 
swer. 

Old  King  Brady  flashed  his  light,  but  could  see  no  one* 
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“Your  voice  sounds  familiar,  but  I  can’t  place  it,”  he 
said.  “Where  are  you;  In  the  closet?” 

“No.  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Where,  then?” 

“That's  my  secret.” 

“Who  are  you?  Is  that  a  secret,  too?” 

“Not  particularly  a  secret.  I  thought  you  would  know 
me  as  soon  as  I  spoke,  but  inasmuch  as  you  don’t,  it  may 
or  will  remain  a  secret.  Good  evening.  I’m  going  now.” 

M  hoever  he  was  and  wherever  he  was,  he  must  have 
gone  then,  for  the  voice  was  heard  no  more. 

“Some  secret  panel,  of  course,” -remarked  Harry. 

Old  King  Brady  assented,  but  search  as  they  would — 
and  the  search  took  in  the  entire  floor  and  the  top  floor 
overhead — they  failed  to  find  it. 

Suddenly  Old  King  Brady  exclaimed: 

"Come,  I’m  a  fool.  I  know  who  spoke. 

“Who?”  demanded  Harry. 

“Why,  the  spy.” 

“Katchaka.” 

“Sure.” 

“He  seems  to  be  right  on  the  job,  then, 

“Indeed,  yes.  He’s  a  cool  one.” 

;Hovr  did  vou  come  to  know  about  him,  governor? 

Mr.  Clemmens,  the  Secret  Service  Commissioner, 
pointed  him  out  to  me  one  day  on  Broadway  and  told  me 
just  who  he  was.  The  Secret  Service  people  have  known 
this  a  long  time,  as  I  told  you.” 

“'Pity  he  don’t  know  more  about  this  business  than  he 
does.” 

“Take  it  from  me,  he  will  soon  find  out  more,  Harry, 
now  that  he  has  set  his  mind  to  do  it.” 

“Do  we  stop  here?  I  see  no  use  in  it.” 

Old  King  Brady  hesitated. 

“T  should  like  above  all  things  to  have  one  of  us  take  in 
Jack  Stone's  to-night,”  he  said.  “For  me  it  will  be  im¬ 
possible.  I  cut  too  prominent  a  figure.  Do  you  think 
there  is  any  chance  of  your  getting  in?” 

“I  could  get  no  encouragement  from  those  I  met  at  the 
Metropole.  I  am  told  that  the  game  was  the  most  exclu¬ 
sive  in  New  York,  and  that  no  ordinary  person  could  gain 
admittance;  but  it  seemed  to  me  that  if  the  false  inspector 
was  able  to  enter  unchallenged  the  real  one  could  do  the 
same  and  take  whoever  he  pleased  along  with  him.  In 
that  wav  good  work  could  be  done  if  Dressner  only  had 
the  nerve.” 

“But  the  insurmountable  objection.  Suppose  the  two 
met  there?  Besides,  Flammer  probably  has  his  password, 
which  Dressner  can’t  know.” 

•;Of  course,  one  would  have  to  take  chances  on  that.  It 
might  be  possible  to  steer  Flammer  away  for  the  time 
being.” 

“We  will  think  of  it.  I  only  wish  I  could  make  up  like 
t  m  inspector,  but  that  is  impossible,  too.” 

"I  don’t  think  you  could  do  it.” 

“1  am  sure  of  it,  but  I  know  who  could.” 

“Who?” 

“The  spy.” 

‘T  haven't  him,  so  1  cant  judge. 

“He  b  a  man  of  just  about  Dressner’s  build  and  gen- 
e.-a.  appearance.  In  the  hands  of  an  expert  he  might  be 
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made  up  so  as  to  pass  as  the  inspector  with  those  who 
did  not  know  him  very  intimately.” 

This  conversation  took  p  ace  in  the  back  chamber  where 
tile  voice  was  heard,  and  as  Old  King  Brady  said  these  last 
words  a  low,  chuckling  laugh  rang  out. 

“Ha!  Again!”  exclaimed  the  old  detective. 

“Yes,  again,”  was  the  reply.  “Great  minds  think  alike, 
it  seems.”, 

“That  vou,  Katchaka? 

“Even  I.  You  are  not  as  sharp  as  I  thought.  There 
is  a  secret  panel  in  this  room,  and  1  am  behind  it.  I  am 
amazed  that  you  can’t  find  it.” 

“The  best  of  us  fail  at  times.  Show  yourself.” 

Not  now.  But  tell  me,  what’s  the  }7oung  man’s  name?” 
Harry.” 

Harry,  if  you  want  to  see  the  inside  of  Jack  Stone's 
place,  be  on  the  southwest  corner  of  46th  and  Broadway 
at  midnight,  and  I  will  he  there  to  attend  to  your  case. 
We  shall  have  to  dispense  with  you,  Mr.  B.” 

“I  am  willing,”  said  Harry. 

“I  don’t  altogether  like  this,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“How  do  I  know  you  are  Katchaka?” 

My  voice.” 

May  be  assumed.” 

Let  me  repeat  a  few  of  the  pleasant  things  you  said 
to  me  this  morning.” 

And  the  voice  repeated  enough  to  make  Old  King  Brady 
feel  positive  that  he  could  he  talking  with  no  one  but  the 
spy  himself. 

Carefully  noting  the  direction  from  which  the  sound 
came,  Old  King  Brady  now  suddenly  threw  his  flashlight 
on  that  point. 

Instantly  there  was  a  slight  noise,  and  after  that  there 
was  nothing  doing  in  the  talk  line. 

The  room  was  papered  and  Old  King  Brady  felt  satis¬ 
fied  that  some,  little  panel  had  been  open  while  Katchaka 
spoke. 

“There’s  a  secret  stairs,”  he  said.  “Perhaps  the  en¬ 
trance  is  not  from  this  room  at  all.  I  give  it  np  for  to¬ 
night.  Let  us  go.” 

They  passed  out  of  the  house  then  but  for  some  time 
they  remained  watching  it  from  the  other  side  of  the 
street.  Nobody  passed  in  or  out. 

“What  about  it?”  finally  demanded  Harry,  as  they 
walked  away.  “Do  I  take  him  up?” 

How  do  you  feel  yourself?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 
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“Like  doing  it.” 

u 


u 
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All  right,  then,  go  ahead,  and  may  good  luck  go  with 
you?” 

And  you,  governor?” 

Harry,  I  think  I  shall  go  hack  to  the  vacant  house 
later  on  and  put  in  some  little  time  there.  I  want  a 
different  lantern  to  work  with,  and  to  be  rid  of  this  dis¬ 
guise,  for  in  ease  of  an  emergency  it  will  be  better  that 
I  should  be  in  my  usual  dress.  I  don’t  think  1  could 
rest  in  my  bed  with  the  secret  of  that  panel  unsolved.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  at  his  watch  and  found  that 
it  was  half  past  eight. 

“We  will  go  to  the  Metropole  restaurant  and  get  our 
supper,”  he  said.  “Then  let  us  separate.  Perhaps  we 
shall  be  able  to  pick  up  points  there.” 
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They  did  so  and  got  a  table  against  the  wall  midway 
on  the  left. 

After  they  had  ordered  they  sat  in  silence,  studying 
the  faces  of  the  fellow  diners. 

There  were  many  that  they  knew  by  sight,  more  or 
less  prominent  characters  in  the  sporting  world. 

But  nothing  came  of  their  visit  to  the  restaurant  ex¬ 
cept  a  very  good  dinner,  after  which  they  separated  as 
proposed. 

Harry  went  up  Broadway,  intending  to  look  in  at  a 
certain  sporting  cafe  where  he  thought  he  stood  a  chance 
of  running  into  some  one  who  might  be  able  to  post  him 
on  the  subject  of  the  gambling  house,  while  Old  King 
Brady  went  to  the  office,  let  himself  in  with  his  passkey 
and  made,  his  change  in  the  costume-room. 

He  had  just  come  out  when  the  door  opened  and  Alice 
walked  in. 

“I  happened  to  be  passing,  and  seeing  the  light  I  came 
up.  I  thought  you  might  be  here,”  she  said. 

They  sat  down  to  talk. 

Alice  was  interested  in  the  gambling  house  business, 
of  course. 

“ Let  me  go  with  you,  Mr.  Brady,”  she  said.  “You 
ought  not  to  go  alone.” 

“As  far  as  that  goes,  there  is  no  reason  why  I  shouldn't 
go  alone,”  retorted  the  old  detective.  “At  the  same 
time,”  he  added,  “I  shall  be  glad  of  your  company.  You 
are  always  a  help.” 

“Ought  I  put  on  male  disguise?” 

“No,  no.  It  isn’t  necessary.  How  did  you  make  out  in 
Brooklyn?” 

“Not  very  well.  I  saw  the  priest.  He  looked  up  the 
records  and  found  the  baptism  of  the  Kileen  twins  re¬ 
corded,  but  that  is  as  far  as  he  got.  He  told  me,  how¬ 
ever,  that  there  is  living  in  the  home  for  aged  priests 
in  Philadelphia  a  Father  Murray,  who  is  over  ninety 
years  of  age,  who  was  a  curate  at  St.  Patrick’s  in  1852. 
He  says  the  old  priest’s  memory  is  perfect  and  he  prom¬ 
ised  to  write  to  him  and  inquire  what  became  df  Francis 
Kileen.  He  will  then  let  me  know.” 

“Yen’  kind  of  him  and  all  he  can  do.  Are  you  ready 
to  start?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  let  us  go  right  along.” 

They  went  to  the  vacant  house. 

Old  King  Brady  had  provided  himself  with  a  pocket 
folding  lantern  which  gave  a  continuous  light. 

Before  entering  they  passed  the  house  many  times,  but 
saw  no  one  go  either  in  or  out,  so  Old  King  Brady  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  this  rear  entrance  to  Jack  Stone's 
was  only  used,  by  those  directly  connected  with  the  house. 

He  had  looked  over  his  list  of  former  gambling  houses 
and  found,  os  he  expected,  that  in  the  vacant  house  there 
had  been  a  game  some  ten  years  before. 

This  being  the  case,  anything  in  the  shape  of  secrets 
might  he  imagined  to  exist. 

At  last  be  and  Alice  entered  and  immediately  went  all 
over  the  upper  part  of  the  house  to  assure  themselves 
that  there  was  no  one  present  on  the  outside  of  its  secret 
hiding  place  at  least,  which  proved  to  be  the  case. 

This  done,  a  systematic  search  in  each  of  the  rear  cham¬ 
bers  was  Mach’  for  some  entrance  to  the  secret  staircase. 


AND  TIIE  SPY. 


Jt  was  found  in  the  rear  chamber  on  the  top  floor  after 

considerable  search. 

The  chimney  breast  was  largely  false,  being  much  wider 
than  usual,  and  the  stairs,  which  wore  exceedingly  narrow, 
occupied  the  extra  space. 

Descending  to  the  floor  on  which  the  spy  had  spoken, 
they  found  a  little  round  panel — just  a  peep  hole — which 
he  had  undoubtedly  used. 

“Me  will  go  on  down,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  am 
anxious  to  get  a  look  at  the  lower  floor  and  no  doubt  we 
shall  find  a  panel  in  the  kitchen  over  which  we  now  are.’’ 

They  continued  to  descend  and  had  almost  reached  the 
bottom,  when  they  were  suddenly  startled  by  a  voice, 
which  called  out: 

“Stand  where  vou  are.  Jack!  This  business  mav  ns  well 

>  V 

be  closed  right  now!” 

“ThaPs  the  false  inspector,  Mr.  B.,”  breathed  Alice. 
“I  shall  never  forget  his  voice.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


THAT  SPY. 

Harry  did  not  accomplish  anything  in  his  looking 
about  during  the  evening. 

Many  professional  gamblers  are  known  to  Young  King 
Brady  and  he  talked  with  several,  but  it  was  only  to  be¬ 
come  satisfied  that  Jack  Stone’s  house  was  hot  for  their 


kind. 

All  united  in  saying  that  against  them  the  doors  of  the 

house  were  firmlv  barred. 

*/ 

So  Harry  turned  up  on  the  corner  of  Broadway  and 
46th  street  at  midnight  without  having  actually  accom¬ 
plished  anything. 

He  had  scarcely  taken  his  station  when,  so  far 
as  he  could  tell  by  looking,  he  saw  Inspector  Dressner 
in  citizens’  clothes  approaching  him. 

No  signal  had  been  arranged  and  Harry,  it  will  be  re¬ 
membered,  was  somewhat  disguised,  though  certainly  not 
to  any  great  extent. 

The  man  paused,  looked  around,  taking  in  the  faces  of 
one  or  two  other  men  who  happened  to  be  standing  on 
that  corner,  and  the,  approaching  Harry,  lie  asked  to  be 
directed  to  the  Hotel  Astor. 

“Why,  there  it  is — right  there,”  replied  Harry,  point¬ 
ing,  and  all  uncertain  whether  he  was  dealing  with  the 
real  inspector  or  the  false. 

He  was  dealing  with  neither. 

“Thanks,”  said  the  inquirer,  in  an  altogether  different 
voice.  “I  am  not  going  there,  Harry.  Mv  business  is 
with  you.” 

It  was  now  the  voice  of  the  spy  as  it  had  spoken  in  the 
dark. 


Harry  was  at  a  little  of  a  loss  to  know  what  to  vepl\. 

“1  am  Lieutenant  Kntchaka  in  disguise.”  returned  ti  e 
man  with  the  utmost  coolness.  “You  see.  I  have  acted 
on  your  suggestion— or  was  it  Old  King  Brady's— and 
have  made  up  like  Inspector  Dressner.  How  do  you  think 
I  have  succeeded?” 

“Admirably.  I  never  saw  a  more  perfect  piece  of 
work.” 

“Thanks.  I  used  to  be  reckoned  rather  skillful  in  the 
way  of  disguises,  but  it  is  many  years  since  I  have  reg- 
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marly  practiced  my  profession.  Occasionally  for  myself, 
when  trving  to  obtain  evidence. ” 

“How  did  you  know  me!-” 

“By  your  voice.  1  consider  myself  an  expert  in  the 
matter  of  voices,  both  as  to  identifying  them  and  imi¬ 
tating  them,  Have  von  ever  heard  the  false  inspector 
speak?" 

“Never.'’ 

“It  was  his  voice  T  used.  Now  I  will  give  you  Inspector 
Dressner’s.  They  are  verv  similar,  but  tlm.ro  is  a  differ- 
erne.  You  have  met  him,  I  presume ?” 

“Yes,  and  the  imitation  is  -perfect,” 

1  his  last  had  been  spoken  in  the  real  inspector's 
voice. 

“Now  let  me  give  you  Old  King  Brady,”  continued  the 
spy,  who  seemed  very  proud  of  iiis  acquirement. 

He  did  so  and  Harry  was  really  amazed. 

“You  are  certainly  all  right  on  the  voice  question,”  lie 
said. 

“1  flatter  myself  1  am,”  was  the  reply.  “I  am  glad 
von  have  come.  I  was  afraid  Old  King  Bradv  would  not 
trust  you  with  me.  Have  no  fears.  I  play  square  in  this 
business.  I  simply  have  to.  Now  how  much  of  this  sit¬ 
uation  do  you  understand?” 

“•bout  all  there  is  of  it,  I  fancy." 

‘‘Then  you  know  that  1  am  hack  of  the  false  inspector, 
and - is  hack  of  me?” 

Por  convenience,  we  may  as  well  call  this  man  Smith 
hereafter. 

Jt  will  be  remembered  that  we  stated  that  he  was  a  very 
prominent  politician,  holding  no  office  in  New  York  City. 

“I  understand  all  that,”  said  Harry,  “but  who  is  back 
of  Smith?” 

“Ah!  Now  you  ask  me  too  much  and  that  is  what  is 
necessary  to  learn,”  said  the  spy:  “for  it  is  that  party  that 
holds  the  statement  of  facts  which  have  been  the  sword 
held  over  Inspector  Dressners  head,  and  I  understand  he 
also  holds  a  number  of  letters  of  Dressner’s  to  Police 

Captain - which  contain  practical  admission  of  his 

guilt  in  the  Wiard  case.” 

“He  does  not  deny  that  he  shot  Wiard?” 

“Oh,  I  know;  but  why  did  he  shoot  him?  Was  it  a  de¬ 
liberate  murder?” 

“No,  indeed.  Beven’t  you  heard  the  story?” 

“No.” 

“Then  let  me  tell  you — it  can  do  no  harm.” 

Harry  related  the  circumstances  as  the  inspector  had 
told  them  that  night  in  the  car. 

“Exactly,”  said  the  spy.  “1  suspected  it  was  something 
of  that  sort.  Well,  Harry,  we  want  those  papers — that’s 
«)i  there  is  about  it.,  and  it  is  the  hope  of  gaining  some 
clue  to  this  mysterious  top  man  of  the  bunch  which  is 
taking  me  into  Jack  Stone’s  to-night.” 

“But  suppose  we  run  into  Hammer — I  saw  him  with 
Stone  earlier  in  the  evening.” 

“He  is  with  him  now,”  replied  the  spy,  “and  I  don’t 
eon-Uier  that  there  is  the  least  danger  of  either  of  them 
d. .curbing  ii r.  If  i  did,  I  should  not  be  taking  you  in, 
p  ;•  (.(,j Jr  -  he  going,  for  there  is  much  to  do  and 
It-./,  tirnr  to  do  it  in  than  the  case  requires  perhaps.” 

They  went  on  to  t  he  gambling  house. 


Certainly,  nothing  could  have  been  more  perfectly  re* 
spectable  than  the  appearance  it  presented. 

The  parlors  and  lower  windows  were  dark. 

A  dim  light  burned  in  one  of  the  chamber  windows  on 
the  second  floor  and  another  in  one  of  the  windows  on 
the  fourth  floor. 

It  was  hard  to  imagine  that  a  game  was  in  progress 
inside. 

The  spy  pulled  the  hell  and  the  ring  was  immediately 
answered  by  a  colored  man  dressed  in  a  white  suit. 

He  grinned  and  shewed  his  teeth  at  sight  of  the  spy, 
whom  he  evidently  took  to  be  inspector  Dressner,  at  the 
same  time  throwing  the  door  wide  open. 

“Walk  in,  boss,”  he  said.  “Mass’  Stone  am  out,  but  I 
spec’  he  will  soon  be  back.  Mebbe  you  know  where  he 
am  ?” 

“No,”  said  Katchaka,  “but  I  know  he’ll  he  back  soon, 
for  lie  told  mo  so.  If  he  don’t  come  in  a  few  minutes,  I 
am  to  go  to  the  office  and  wait  for  him.  Meanwhile,  I  will 
show  my  friend  around.” 

No  reply  was  made,  and  they  entered  the  most  elab¬ 
orately  furnished  parlor  Harry  had  ever  seen  attached  to 
a  gambling  house. 

It  was  like  a  fashionable  clubhouse. 

Gentlemen  .sat  around,  smoking  and  talking,  waiters 
in  livery  were  serving  refreshments. 

Evidently  whoever  was  behind  Jock  Stone  had  money 
to  burn. 

In  the  back  parlor  the  games  were  in  progress. 

As  Harry  followed  the  spy  through  he  could  not  hut 
admire  his  nerve,  for  many  saluted  him  as  inspector 
while  two  stepped  up  and  spoke  with  him. 

He  called  them  each  by  name  and  a  few  words  were 
exchanged. 

“He’s  been  here  before,”  thought  Harry.  “He  knows 
the  regulars;  he  certainly  plays  his  part  well.” 

There,  were  three  faro  games  running  in  this  room,  and 
two  red  and  black  tables. 

In  what  had  once  been  the  library,  beyond,  three  rou¬ 
lette  wheels  were  merrily  spinning,  and  all  these  games 
were  being  liberally  patronized. 

Katchaka  stopped  a  moment  at  each,  giving  Harry  a 
chance  to  see  everything,  and  then  led  the  way  up  stairs, 
where  they  found  themselves  alone. 

“Stone  keeps  his  office  up  here,”  he  whispered.  “Prob¬ 
ably  the  door  is  locked,  but  I  have  skeleton  keys.  We 
want  to  get  in  our  fine  work  as  quick  as  we  can.” 

“What  do  you  propose  to  do?”  asked  Harry. 

“Overhaul  his  papers,”  was  the  reply.  “I  want  to  see 
if  I  can  catch  a  clew  to  the  man  at  the  top,” 

He  got  the  door  open  without  the  least  difficulty,  and 
entering  a  neatly  furnished  room,  where  there  was  a  desk 
and  a  big  safe,  he  turned  up  the  electric  light. 

“His  private  office,”  lie  said,  glancing  around. 

“You  seem  to  know  the  ropes,”  ^marked  Harry, 

“And  why  should  I  not?”  replied  Katchaka,  coolly, 
“since  it  was  l  who  had  charge  of  the  money  end  of  the 
business  from  the  start.” 

“You?” 

“Sure.  Not  my  money,  mind  you,  but  Smith’s.” 

“He  is  Stone’s  backer?” 
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“Of  course.  You  didn’t  know  that?  lie  is  behind  a 
dozen  gambling  houses  in  New  York.” 

“I  have  heard  that  said,  but  I  never  knew  it  for  a  cer¬ 
tainty.” 

“It  is  true.  I  attend  to  all  his  business.” 

‘‘Why  do  you  tell  me  these  things?” 

“Simply  because  I  am  quitting  New  York  forever  just 
as  soon  as  this  job  is  finished,  young  man.  I  may  have 
confidence  in  Old  King  Brady,  but  1  have  none  in  the 
Secret  Service  people.  Now  that  my  past  has  been  raked 
up,  somebody  in  the  service  will  surely  sell  me  out  to  the 
Austrian  government.  B-r-r-r!  It  makes  my  teeth  chatter 
to  think  of  it!  No,  my  day  is  all  over  in  New  York  now, 
that’s  certain.  DoiTt  I  wish  I  knew  the  combination  of 
that  safe!  No  matter.  That’s  one  peg  beyond  me.  I 
think  1  can  manage  the  desk,  though.  What’s  this?  Not 
locked?  I’m  afraid  we  shall  find  nothing  here,  but  we 
must  go  through  everything  just  the  same.  Here,  take 
hold  and  help.  Letters  first,  only  those  signed  by  Smith 
are  worth  looking  ovgr,  and  they  will  be  mighty  scarce,  I 
warrant  you.  I  know  his  writing,  so  I  will  run  them  over 
and  throw  them  out.  You  can  do  the  reading.” 

He  began  overhauling  the  pigeon  holes. 

“Suppose  Stone  comes  tumbling  in  on  us?”  suggested 
Harry,  who  was  a  shade  nervous,  it  must  be  assured. 

“Not'the  least  danger,  I  tell  you,  and  I  know  what  I’m 
talking  about,”  replied  the  spy.  “Work  cn  and  have  no 
fears.” 

He  had  none  himself,  and  the  reason  may  as  well  be 
explained  before  we  proceed  to  the  outcome  of  Young 
King  Brady’s  visit  to  Jack  Stone’s  gambling  house  with 
the  .spy. 

This  takes  us  back  to  Old  King  Brady  and  Alice. 

They  had  reached  the  foot  of  the  secret  stairs,  it  will  be 
remembered,  when  they  heard  the  false  inspector's  voice 
saying : 

“Stand  where  you  are,  Jack.  This  business  may  as  well 
be  closed  right  now.” 

“They  are  speaking  in  the  kitchen,”  breathed  Old  King 
Brady.  “Listen!  It  must  be  Stone  who  is  with  him.” 

lie  was  right,  and  the  gambler  answered: 

“I  don’t  understand  you,  Mose.  I  thought  everything 
was  running  all  right.  What  do  you  want  more  than  you 
are  getting?  Say?” 

“He  believes  him  to  be  Dressner,”  Alice  breathed. 

“Hush!  Listen!”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

.  “More  than  1  am  getting,”  retorted  Flammer,  coldly. 
“1  don't  think  you  quite  understand  the  situation,  Jack.” 

“  I  labored  under  the  delusion  that  I  did,”  cried  the 
gambler.  “I  am  coughing  up  to  the  tune  of  $2,000  a 
month  graft,  more  or  less,  paid  to  your  man  Dorian,  who 
1  have  supposed  to  be  your  collector.  Perhaps  all  this  is 
a  dream.” 

“Listen,”  said  Hammer.  “Dorian  only  represents 
ot hers  higher  up." 

“  You,  for  instance?” 

“That’s  where  you  are  dead  wrong,  Jack  Stone.  I  am 
going  to  tell  vou  the  truth.  Directly  or  indirectly,  I  have 
never  received  one  cent  graft  from  your  house,  and  I’m 
tired  of  it.  I  want  a  thousand  dollars  between  this  and 
to-morrow  noon,  or  the  place  will  he  raided — see?” 

“What  nonsense  is  this?”  flashed  Stone.  “1  know  vou 


divide  with  Smith,  but  you  can’t  make  me  believe  that  you 
don’t  get  your  share.” 

“It  is  true.  Smith  and  Dorian  have  a  hold  over  me. 
I  don't  dare  to  claim  my  share.  The  result  is  I'm  get¬ 
ting  nothing  and  I  don’t  propose  to  go  on  so.” 

“It's  false!  It  must  he  false.” 

“It's  true,  as  I  tell  you.” 

“But  look  at  the  talk  in  the  papers  about  you.  Are 
you  getting  no  graft  anywhere?  They  say  you  are  hand¬ 
ling  ten  thousand  a  month.” 

“All  wrong.  I  am  picking  up  a  little  on  the  side  here 
and  there,  but  Smith  and  Dorian  get  all  the  regular  graft. 
I  don't  want  any  more  talk.  Will  you  pay  or  not?  'That’s 
the  point.  If  not,  then  1  get  orders  from  headquarters 
to  raid  you.  I  shall  have  to  do  as  I’m  ordered.  Even 
Smith  himself  can’t  prevent  it.” 

The  gambler  now  seemed  to  hesitate. 

“Mose,  you  amaze  me,”  he  said.  “I  don't  know  what 
to  do  or  say.  I  can’t  give  up  more  than  I  am  doing  if 
'I’m  to  have  anything  left  for  mvself.  I  must  have  a  talk 
with  Dorian  first  of  all.  Come  let  us  go  back  to  the 
house.  I  couldn’t  imagine  what  you  wanted  to  see  me 
about  that  couldn’t  be  talked  over  in  the  office.  If  what 
you  say  is  really  true,  then  something  must  be  done.  Per¬ 
haps  I  can  bring  Smith  to  his  senses.  I’ll  see  him,  too.” 

“You  might  as  well  plead  with  a  crocodile,”  retorted 
Flammer.  “That  man  is  merciless.  I  know  him.” 

“And  I  have  sometimes  thought  I  did,”  growled  Stone. 
“Come,  let’s  go.  Ha!  What’s  this?  A  trap?  Who  locked 
tli is  door — you  ? ” 

“How  could  I  lock  it  when  I’ve  been  standing  here 
facing  you  all  the  time?” 

“But  some  one  lias!  It’s  locked.  1 — Gee!  Is  the  floor 
sinking,  or  am  I  dippy?” 

“It’s  a  trap!”  roared  the  false  inspector.  “It  has  boon 
set  for  me!” 

“It  has  caught  us  both,  then,”  snarled  Stone. 

Their  voices  were  growing  fainter.  A  grinding  sound 
was  being  beard. 

“What  can  it  mean?”  whispered  Alice. 

“Don’t  ask  me,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  who  was 
fumbling  with  the  fastening  of  the  secret  panel,  which, 
somehow,  would  not  work. 

At  the  same  instant  a  voice  sang  out: 

“Gentlemen,  be  good  enough  to  step  oil  that  floor, 
either  right  or  left.  I  hold  you  covered.  Either  obey  or 
L  iire,  and  I  shall  shoot  to  kill!” 

“Who  spoke?”  whispered  Alice. 

“I  am  not  certain,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “but  I 
am  very  much  inclined  to  think  it  was  our  spy.” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  KA1D  ON  Tilt:  GAMBLING  lTOfSE. 

Old  King  Brady  was  right. 

It  was  Katchaka  who  had  lowered  that  floor  into  a 
sealed  stone  vault  in  the  cellar,  the  absolute  security  of 
which  none  knew  better  than  Jack  Stone  himself. 

The  old  detective  had  now  been  able  to  manage  the 
fastening,  and  lie  opened  the  panel  slightly. 

Peering  out,  he  sow  a  masked  man  standing,  revolver 
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in  band,  looking  down  into  the  hole  formed  by  the  low¬ 
ering  of  the  floor. 

He  was  not  so  sure  now  that  he  had  to  deal  with  the 
spy. 

He  made  the  remark  he  did  for  the  reason  that  he 
could  think  of  no  more  likely  person  to  do  the  job. 

But  the  voice  which  now  spoke  sounded  different  from 
Katchaka’s. 

Old  King  Brady  concluded  to  remain  concealed. 

Evidently  the  pair  had  stepped  off  the  floor. 

“Thank  you,”  said  the  spy.  “You  are  there  and  you 
stay  there  till  1  get  ready  to  let  you  out.”  „ 

He  drew  back  and  then  came  a  whirr  of  wheels,  and 
the  floor  shot  up  into  place. 

The  spy  darted  in,  shut  off  the  light,  darted  out  and 
slammed  the  door,  which  they  heard  him  lock. 

-Vs  he  did  this  Old  King  Brady  shut  the  secret  panel. 

He  had  reason  to  regret  it. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  click,  then  followed  a  queer,  in¬ 
describable  sound  overhead. 

“\Ye  are  cut  off,  I’m  greatly  afraid,”  breathed  the  old 
detective. 

“How  do  you  mean?”  demanded  Alice. 

“That  man  has  done  something  to  lock  this  fastening, 
and  I  am  strongly  of  the  opinion  that  he  has  also  shut 
lip  the  stairs  above  us.” 

“Shut  them  up?” 

“Yes;  but  hush!  He’s  coming  again.” 

He  was  speaking  through  a  tube  which  communicated 
with  the  vault. 

“Understand,  gentlemen,  you  are  to  be  let  out  in  due 
time,”  he  was  saying;  “so  make  yourselves  easy  meanwhile. 
Jack  Stone,  you  can  show  Inspector  Dressner  your  col¬ 
lection  of  gold,  diamonds,  opals  and  so  on  which  you  keep 
stowed  away  down  there.” 

Perhaps  some  answer  was  made  to  this,  but  if  so  it  did 
not  reach  Old  King  Brady’s  ears. 

He  was  gone  again,  and  the  old  detective  had  not 
spoken. 

He  was  not  sure  at  all  now  that  it  was  Katchaka,  and 
on  Alice's  account  he  resolved  to  go  carefully. 

One  thing  was  certain — the  false  inspector  was  fairly 
trapped,  and  that  after  a  very  different  fashion  from 
anything  Old  King  Brady  nad  planned. 

But  first  of  all,  it  was  necessary  to  ascertain  how  he 
and  Alice  were  coming  out  of  the  adventure. 

Getting  his  flashlight  into  commission,  Old  King  Brady 
started  up  the  stairs. 

Four  steps  only  remained. 

As  for  the  rest,  they  had  shut  up  like  a  pan,  and  try 
as  he  would,  the  old  detective  could  not  budge  them. 

He  reported  to  Alice. 

“We  are  penned  here  all  right,”  he  said,  “unless  I  can 
gel.  that  infernal  panel  open/’ 

He  tried  again  and  again,  but  failed. 

Meanwhile,  certain  mumbling,  rumbling  voices  indicat- 
i  flat  the  gambler  and  the  false  inspector  were  having 
it  out  in  the  vault. 

()](i  King  Brady  got  down  on  the  floor  and  laid  his  ear 
0 gain r  *  it,  hoping  to  catch  what  was  being  said,  but  could 

not. 

“Whoever  the  fellow  was,  be  knew  this  house  all  right, 


he  said.  “1  should  have  spoken.  I  simply  must  when  he 
returns.” 

“If  we  arc  still  here,”  said  Alice,  hopefully.  “I  can’t 
help  but  believe  there  is  some  way  out  of  it.” 

But  if  there  was  Old  King  Brady  could  not  find  it. 

No  wonder  that  Katchaka  felt  so  confident  that  he  and 
Harry  would  not  he  disturbed  by  Jack  Stone. 

And  rigid  here  let  me  add  that  the  lawyer-spy  knew 
the  ropes  in  that  vacant  house  better  than  any  one  else 
could  know  them,  for,  when  vears  before  it  had  been  occu- 
pied  as  a  gambling  house,  he  fitted  it  up  himself. 

Of  course,  Katchaka  had  no  idea  that  he  had  imprisoned 
any  one  in  the  secret  shaft  through  which  the  stairs  ran. 

Pie  had  cut  off  approach  to  the  kitchen  from  that  quar¬ 
ter,  merely  as  a  matter  of  extra  precaution. 

He  and  Harry  worked  on. 

Several  letters  from  Smith  were  discovered,  but  all 
related  to  the  fitting  up  of  the  gambling  house  and  the 
advancing  of  money. 

There  was  no  allusion  to  Inspector  Dressner  that  they 
could  find  until,  just  as  they  were  about  to  give  up, 
Harry  opened  one  letter  which  read  thus : 

“Dear  Jack : — 

“Give  yourself  no  uneasiness  in  the  matter  of  D.  I 
have  the  man  strapped  down  so  tight  that  he  dares  not 
make  a  move.  But  on  one  point  let  me  caution  you.  On 
no  account  mention  to  Nick  that  I  have  told  you  this,  as 
it  is  liable  to  got  me  into  serious  trouble.  Y"ou^, 

“Smith.” 


“This  speaks  of  Dressner,”  said  Harry,  and  he  read 
the  letter  aloud. 

“What’s  the  date?”  asked  Katchuka. 

Harry  gave  it  as  the  matter  of  a  month  before. 

“Nick  who?”  he  questioned. 

“Longman,”  said  the  spy. 

“The. one  they  call  the  King  of  the  Gamblers?” 

“That’s  the  man  I  mean,  and  the  way  I  read  the  rid¬ 
dle.  I  may  be  wrong.” 

“Can  it  be  the  man  at  the  top?” 

“Heaven  preserve  me  if  he  is.  He  has  no  love  for  me. 
Listen.  Have  you  anv  idea  of  the  extent  of  that  man’s 
pull?” 


“I  know  it  is  said  to  he  very  great.” 


“Great!  It  is  enormous.  Smith  is  not  in  it  with  him.” 

“Where  does  it  come  in?” 

“Blackmail,  and  I  know  it.  His  spies  are  everywhere. 
He  has  a  hold  on  some  of  our  most  prominent  men,  ob¬ 
tained  from  the  possession  of  letters  and  papers  stolen  by 
his  creatures.” 

“I  understood  that  he  was  out  of  the  gambling  bus- 
messy 

“Yes,  in  a  way.  He  keeps  no  regular  house,  Hint  is.  Ho 
sits  there  in  that  little  old  den  of  his  up  in  the  Bronx 
like  a  spider  in  its  web  and  pulls  the  wires,  Result! 
Gold  is  simply  showered  down  upon  him.  Brady,  I  have 
been  blind — stone  blind.” 

“  In  what  way?” 

“In  (‘Very  way,  particular))-  in  not  seeing  at  a  glance 
that  Nick  Longman  is — must  be  the  man  at  the  top,  lie 
has  that  statement  of  facts  and  the  letters,  surest  thing 
you  know,” 
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He  had  scarcely  said  it  when  a  great  liubbnb  began 
down  stairs. 

" What  in  thunder  is  the  row?"  questioned  Katchaka, 
and  lie  thing  open  the  door. 

Heavy  blows  were  being  struck.  Men  were  shouting 
and  swearing. 

“A  raid!  A  raid!"  was  heard  on  all  sides. 

“(.'an  it  be  possible'  that  Dressner  1ms  been  fool  enough 
to  butt  in  here:"  muttered  the  spy. 

.Five  men  came  dashing  up  stairs. 

They  were  faro  dealers  and  blood  was  in  their  eyes. 

“Is  this  your  work,  inspector:”  one  cried  in  an  angry 


voice. 


“No,  indeed!”  replied  Katchaka,  quickly;  “but  what 
do  you  come  here  for?  Why  don't  you  slope?  You  know 
the  secret  door!" 

“We'll  settle  with  you  first,  you  skunk!”  replied  the 
other.  “They're  breaking  in  and  it's  your  work,  and  that 
after  all  the  graft  the  boss  has  paid  you!" 

And  as  he  said  the  last  word  the  man  whipped  out  a 


revolver  and  tired. 


I:  would  have  been  the  end  of  Katchaka  if  Harry  had 
not  si  ruck  the  revolver  upward. 

As  it  was,  the  shot  buried  itself  in  the  ceiling. 

The  si-'  took  the  situation  with  the  utmost  coolness. 

“You  are  ail  wrong,  and  I'll  prove  it,”  he  said. 

“Prove  nothing!"  roared  the  one  who  had  tired,  whom 
Harry  mow  had.  covered.  “Show  us  the  way  out  of  here. 
It’s  no  use  to  think  of  the  yard.  It's  full  of  police.  Mind 
lmw  you  handle  that  revolver,  young  man.  1 - ” 

11  is  speech  was  rudely  interrupted  by  the  spy,  who  sud¬ 
denly  leaped  on  him  and,  clutching  him  by  the  throat 
and  elsewhere,  literally  threw  him  from  the  room. 

Seeing  how  things  were  going,  Harry  ordered  the  other 
out  and  he  went  when  the  revolver  was  thrust  under  his 


nose. 


“In  with  you,”  he  whispered.  “Get  down  the  secret 
stairs.  ” 

Harry  drew  his  flashlight  and  descended. 

He  supposed  that  the  spy  was  right  behind  him. 

Quickly  was  he  undeceived,  for  ail  in  an  instant  those 
stairs  shut  up  like  a  fan,  and  Harry,  deprived  of  his  foot¬ 
ing.  went  whirling  down  through  the  shaft  on  his  back. 

“Ila  !  Ha  !  One  Brady  bowled  out !”  the  spy  called  after 

him.  “This  is  as  it  should  he.  If  bis  neck  is  not  broke  n 

♦ 

Ell  finish  him  when  I  come  down!” 

►So  much  for  the  gratitude  of  a  merciless  man! 

Meanwhile  Old  King  Bradv  and  Alice  were  still  pris- 
oners. 

They  had  been  there  for  some  hours  now. 

Long  before  all  sound  had  died  away  beneath  them,  but 
before  this  silence  came  there  had  come  one  wild,  de¬ 
spairing  cry  which  neither  of  them  had  forgotten  nor 
were  likely  to  forget. 

•f  O 

“Alice,  that  spells  murder!-’’  Old  King  Brady  said  at 
the  time,  and  he  believed  it. 

And  now  they  began  to  bear  the  sounds  and  among 
them  a  great  pounding  somewhere  in  the  distance. 

The  helplessness  of  his  situation  fretted  the  old  detect¬ 
ive  tremendously.  Alice  did  her  best  to  cheer  him  up  and 
succeeded  in  a  way. 

For  the  fiftieth  time,  perhaps,  he  got  out  his  flashlight 
and  threw  it  about. 

“I'm  going  to  have  another  try  at  those  stairs,  Alice,” 
he  said.  “If  I  can  only  find  the  wire  which  operates 
them  when  they  are  closed,  perhaps  there  may  be  some¬ 
thing  doing.” 

He  went  up  to  where  the  break  began  and,  kneeling 
down,  examined  everything  with  the  greatest  care. 

“I've  got  it!'’  he  suddenly  exclaimed.  If  1  can  only 
pull  it.  There  is  but  little  to  get  hold  of." 


Katchaka  instantly  closed  and  bolted  the  door. 

“You  saved  my  life  all  right,  and  I  shan’t  forget, 
Bradv,”  he  said,  in  a  tone  which  certainly  sounded  sin¬ 
cere. 

Yet  somehow,  Harry  could  get  up  no  liking  for  the 

iiip.li. 

The  expression  which  came  over  his  face  when  he 
grabbed  the  faro  dealer  was  positively  fiendish. 

“This  fellow  would  do  his  own  brother,”  Harry  said 
to  himself,  and  he  remembered  that  Old  King  Brady  had 
said,  when  speaking  of  Dorian  as  a  lawyer,  that  he  was 
so  crooked  that  he  could  hide  behind  a  corkscrew. 

Meanwhile  the  racket  down  stairs  continued.  From 
the  chopping  and  pounding  heard,  it  seemed  as  if  the 
police  were  destroying  everything. 

“  What  are  we  going  to  do?”  demanded  1  farry.  “They'll 
l>e  up  here  in  a  minute.” 

“I'll  fix  all  that,”  replied  the  spy.  “When  I  fitted  up 
this  house  1  did  not  fail  to  leave  an  avenue  of  escape 
from  this  office,  you  may  depend.” 

“You  better  be  quick,  then,  for  they  are  coming  now." 

It  was  so.  Already  the  police  were  pounding  on  the 
door. 

Katchaka  stepped  to  the  fireplace  and,  pressing  n  secret 
spring,  opened  a  panel  in  the  angle  between  the  chimney 
breast  and  the  wall. 


Success  crowned  his  efforts  at  last. 

The  way  was  clear  for  escape. 

.  But  now  Old  King  Brady  was  not  ready  to  escape,  for 
at  that  identical  moment  there  came  a  stir  in  the  vault 
below. 

First,  they  heard  some  one  moving  about  and  then  fol¬ 
lowed  a  sharp  exclamation. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Alice  caught  the  word  “dead." 

The  old  detective  clapped  his  ear  to  the  fioor. 

Then  lie  heard  the  same  muffled  voice  exclaim: 

“Gone!  All  gone!  I'll  run  that  man  to  earth  if  I  die 
for  it.  How  did  he  ever  find  it  out?” 

That  ended  it. 

The  silence  continuing,  Old  King  Brady  announced 
himself  ready  to  make  a  start. 

“Do  you  think  it  was  Katchaka,  Mr.  Bradv?"  que- 
tionpd  Alice. 

“I  can't  imagine  who  else  it  could  have  beeu,”  replied 
Old  King  Brady. 

“One  of  those  men  lias  surely  been  murdered." 

“There  can  be  no  doubt  of  that,  but  which?" 

They  hurried  lip  stairs  and  passed  safely  out  of  the 
trap  which  had  held  them  so  long. 

“Wo  must  investigate,”  declared  the  old  detective,  and 
they  went  down  stairs,  where  again  thev  were  halted  bv 
ihat  bolted  door. 
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Old  King  Brady  flung  himself  against  it  with  all  his 
strength. 

It  held,  but  from  the  way  it  partially  yielded  he  was 
slIro  that  he  could  force  it.  and  soon  he  did. 

The  first  thing  which  attracted  his  attention  was  an 
open  panel  in  the  wall  half  way  down  the  hall. 

Here  there  was  another  short  flight  of  stairs  which 
ended  before  an  open  door  made  of  blocks  of  foundation 
stone  set  in  an  iron  frame. 

Behind  this  was  the  vault  which  extended  in  under 
the  kitchen. 

It  was  enclosed  with  stone  on  all  four  sides,  two  being 
the  rear  and  side  walls  of  the  house. 

On  the  ground  lay  the  gambler,  dead,  with  a  knife 
buried  in  his  back. 

“'This  is  the  work  of  our  false  inspector,’'*  declared  Old 
King  Brady,  “but  I  see  neither  gold  nor  diamonds  here. 
This  man  has  been  murdered  for  the  treasure  which  he 
went  to  such  lengths  to  conceal.” 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  NERVE  OF  LIEUT  KATCHAKA. 

"When  Harry  felt  himself  going  he  thought  that  noth¬ 
ing  could  save  him  from  a  broken  neck. 

He  landed  at  the  bottom  of  the  flight  with  such  force, 
his  head  striking  the  floor  with  a  bang,  that  he  was  com¬ 
pletely  stunned,  hut  luckily  it  was  no  worse. 

When  he  came  to  himself  all  was  darkness  and  silence. 

Harry  pulled  together  as  best  he  could. 

When  he  got  on  his  feet  and  began  to  feel  in  his  pock¬ 
ets  he  quickly  discovered  that  the  spy  had  been  through 
him. 

All  his  money  was  gone  and  also  his  watch  and  other 
things. 

Even  his  electric  flashlight  had  been  taken,  and  this 
when  Katchaka  had  one  of  his  own. 

The  only  comforting  thing  was  that  the  spy  was  gone, 
too. 

“I  should  have  been  on  my  guard,”  thought  Harry. 
Knowing  what  I  did,  I  should  have  looked  out  for  myself 
when  he  told  me  he  was  ready  to  jump  the  town.  This, 
then,  is  his  gratitude  for  me  having  saved  his  life.” 

He  had  matches,  and  he  now  struck  one. 

The  light  showed  him  a  stone  vault.  It  was  precisely 
such  a  vault  as  Old  King  Brady  found  in  the  other  house. 

Very  likely  there  was  a  secret  way  out  of  it  besides  the 
stairs,  which  were  now  in  place  and  seemingly  firm,  but 
Harry  did  not  stop  to  look  for  it. 

Cautiously  ascending,  he  worked  the  secret  panel  and 
found  himself  in  the  office  again. 

The  door  had  been  forced,  but  the  safe  remained  un¬ 
disturbed. 

Eights  burned  down  stairs,  and  lie  could  hear  voices. 

Harry  went  right  down,  resolved  to  make  himself 
known  to  the  police,  and  the  first  man  he  ran  into  was 
inspector  Dresden,  who  stood  there  with  several  others, 
om<*  a  high  police  official. 

That  he  was  the  real  inspector,  Harry  was  sure,  for  he 
iustant.lv  rcc'OgDtzed  birn  and  shook  bunds. 

“Sen  vow  in  a  minute,  Brady,”  lie  said.  “We  have  keen 
hv  .ng  a  little  circus  here. 

V 


He  seemed  to  assume  that  Harrv  had  come  in  from  (he 
street,  and  lie  now  went  on  talking  with  his  superior. 

Things  were  in  great  confusion. 

The  roulette  wheels  had  been  smashed  and  -o  had  other 
gaming  implements. 

Others  still  were  piled  up  ready  for  removal. 

Those  taken  in  the  raid  had  departed.  There  was  no 
one  present  but 'the  police. 

Thev  were  talking  of  Jack  Stone,  and  wondering  where 
he  was. 

Presently  the  high  official  departed  and  entered  his 
automobile. 

Harry,  who  had  followed  the  party  out  of  the  house, 
was  then  joined  by  the  inspector. 

“I  suppose  you  are  surprised  that  1  should  make  all  this 
demonstration  just  as  you  people  were  trying  to  help  me 
out  of  my  fix,”  said  Dressner,  “but  I  simply  had  to  do  it. 
This  house  is  altogether  a  new  one  on  me.  I  have  been 
so  hampered  lately  that  I  have  not  really  been  able  to 
think  of  business.  I  was  telephoned  at  my  home  and 
ordered  to  make  the  raid.  I  hope  it  has  not  interfered 
with  any  of  Old  King  Brady’s  plans.” 

“Let  him  speak  for  himself,”  replied  Harry,  for  tty?  re 
he  comes  now.” 

They  had  almost  reached  Broadway,  and  there,  sure 
enough,  were  Old  King  Brady  and  Alice  just  coming 
around  the  corner. 

But  the  old  detective  was  not  accepting  Inspector  Dres¬ 
den  till  he  got  the  password,  and  seeing  this,  the  in¬ 
spector  promptly  gave  it. 

Harry  told  the  story  of  his  adventure  in  the  gambling 
house,  to  which  the  inspector  listened  with  disgusted 
surprise. 

“Upon  my  word,  I  must  he  a  very  ordinary  looking  per¬ 
son  to  be  so  easily  imitated,”  he  said.  “But  I  am  willing 
to  believe  anything  of  such  a  dog  as  Katchaka,  as  you 
call  him.  I’m  afraid  no  good  will  ever  come  out  of  this 
connection,  Mr.  Brad}-.” 

“My  own  opinions  on  that  matter  have  altered  since* 
I  saw  you,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “If  I  can  get  hold 
of  that  rascal  now,  he  walks  the  plank;  but  for  your  com¬ 
fort,  friend  Dresden,  let  me  tell  you  that  your  troubles 
are  undoubtedly  over.” 

“How  do  you  figure  that  out?”  demanded  the  inspector, 
eagerly. 

“Come  with  me.  I  want  to  show  you  something,”  re¬ 
plied  Old  King  Brady.  “After  you  have  seen  it  I  will 
explain.” 

“And  if  you  will  please  walk  ahead  with  Miss  Mont¬ 
gomery,  I  shall  he  obliged,”  he  added.  “Y  want  to  have 
a  private  word  with  my  partner.” 

“Certainly,”  replied  the  inspector,  and  he  and  Alice 
walked  on. 

Harry  had.  given  him  a  secret  sign  which  brought  this 
about. 

“Well,”  demanded  the  old  detective,  “what  is  it?” 

“1  didn’t  tell  quite  all,  Governor.  One  thing  has  come 
out  of  my  visit  to  Stone’s  with  that  spy.  I  think  we  have 
struck  the  name  of  the  man  at  the  top.” 

“Ha!  Who?” 

“Nicholas  Longman.” 
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“What!  That  old  blackmailer?  I  wonder  I  never  thought 
of  him.  Your  proof.” 

Harry  told  of  the  finding  of  the  letter  to  Smith,  which 
Katchaka  had  examined. 

“This  is  very  important/’  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I 
have  but  little  doubt  that  you  are  right.” 

“But  what  has  happened,  governor?”  asked  Harry. 
“What  did  you  mean  by  that  remark  you  made  to  the 
Inspector?” 

“I  shall  have  to  tell  him,  so  restrain  your  curiosity, 
Harry,  and  hear  then.  Much  has  happened.  They  didn’t 
catch  this  man  Stone  in  the  raid?” 

“No.” 


“They  never  will  catch  him.  He  now  lies  dead  in  that 
house  around  the  corner.  But  come,  we  must  join  the 
inspector?”  , 

They  entered  the  house,  and  Old  King  Brady,  who  loves 

to  be  a  bit  dramatic,  led  the  way  to  the  secret  vault  and 

*  «/ 

Hashed  his  light  inside. 


“Murder,  eh!”  cried  Dressner.  “Whose  work  is  this?'” 
“It  is  the  work  of  vour  double,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady.  “Yes,  it  was  a  cold-blooded  murder,  if  ever  there 
was  one.  L  fancy  you  don't  want  to  claim  that  man  for 
your  brother,  inspector,  even  if  he  proves  to  be  such.” 


“Who  is  the  victim?” 

“Jack  Stone,  the  gambler.” 

“You  don't  mean  it!  Can  you  prove  it?” 

“I  identify  him.  I  knew  him  in  Boston  some  years 
ago.  He  is  the  man.  Now  listen,  and  hear  how  it  all 
came  about.” 

M  hen  Old  King  Brady  had  finished  his  story  Inspector 
Dressner  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief. 

“It  is  probably  as  you  say,”  he  exclaimed.  “This  man 
Hammer  will  trouble  me  no  more.  Tired  of  being  used  as 
a  cat’s  paw  to  fill  the  pockets  of  others,  he  has  made  a 
strike  for  himself.  How  much  do  you  suppose  he  got?” 

“I  haven’t  the  faintest  idea.  But  Stone  has  been  in 
crooked  business  for  a  long  time.  He  bore  the  reputa¬ 
tion  of  being  very  tight  fisted  when  I  knew  him,  so  it 
wouldn’t  surprise  me  if  he  had  stowed  away  a  lot  in 
money,  diamonds  and  other  gems.  It  would  be  just  like 
him.  Will  you  look  after  this  corpse?” 

The  Inspector  said  lie  would  and  he  hurried  off  to  the 
nearest  police  station  to  attend  to  it,  seemingly  immensely 
relieved,  leaving  the  Bradys  to  go  home,  relieved  on  their 
part,  to  feel  that  they  had  come  out  of  the  mix-up  alive. 

“What  do  you  propose  to  do  in  the  matter  now.  Gov¬ 
ernor,  Harry  asked,  as  lie  and  Old  King  Brady  wore  on 
their  way  to  the  office  next  morning.  “You  don’t  pro¬ 
pose  to  drop  work,  1  imagine?” 

“Indeed,  no,’  replied  the  old  detective.  “Wo  must 
1  flake  a  clean  finish  of  the  case  and  that  can  onlv  he 
accomplished  bv  getting  the  statement  of  facts.  The 
advantage  Dressner  has  gained  through  the  trapping  of 
the  false  inspector  is  only  an  incident.  That  paper  and 
the  letters  are  what  we  really  want.” 

i/ 

“But  how  to  go  to  work  to  get  them?” 

“Ah.  there’s  the  rub!  First,  we  don’t  actually  know 
that  Kick  Longman  lias  them..” 

“I  thought  vou  considered  it  about  certain  last  night." 

“So  I  do  still,  but  being  about  certain  is  not  actually 
knowing.  I  wish  you  had  held  on  to  that  letter.” 


“Governor,  I  couldn’t.  To  tell  the  truth,  that  man’s 
masterful  manner  quite  swept  me  off  my  feet.” 

Beaching  the  office,  Old  King  Brady  had  scarcely  seated 
himself  when  the  telephone  bell  rang. 

The  old  detective  answered  the  call  himself. 

“Good  morning,  Brother  Brady!”  he  heard  Katchuka’s 
voice  say  in  answer.  “How  are  you  this  morning?  I  see 
by  the  papers  that  our  friend  Jack  Stone  was  found  dead 
in  that  vacant  house  on  45th  street.  Thought  I’d  let  you 
know.  How’s  Harry?” 

The  man’s  nerve  was  almost  too  much  for  Old  King 
Brady,  but  he  restrained  himself. 

“We  are  all  well,  thanks,”  be  calmly  replied.  “Are  you 
intending  to  favor  me  with  a  call  this  morning?” 

“No,  brother  spy,  l  am  not.  I  doubt  if  it  would  be  quite 
safe.  Let  me  tell  you  something.  I  advise  you  to  drop 
your  case.  Hammer  murdered  Stone.  He  will  not  turn 
up  again  in  my  way  of  thinking,  for  he  has  made  a  big 
haul  and  will  surely  keep  shady  for  awhile  at  least.  Don't 
vou  think  so  yourself,  now?” 

“Yes,  J  agree  with  you.  By  the  way,  did  Stone  have 


much  laid  hv?” 

“A  lot,  according  to  his  own  tell,  that’s  all  I  know 
about  it.  Hammer  rather  stole  a  march  on  me  last  night. 
If  I  hadn’t  wanted  to  play  fair  and  keep  my  engagement 
with  Harry,  there  would  have  been  two  corpses  found  in 
that  vault  instead  of  one,  and  yours  truly  would  have  been 
the  richer  bv  whatever  Jack  Stone  actually  did  have  laid 
by.  However,  it  was  not  to  he.  Going  to  drop  the  case?" 

“1  haven’t  decided.  Give  me  your  address  and  I’ll  let 
you  know  when  I  do.’’ 

“Kay,  nay,  brother.  That's  not  to  be,  either.  I  sup¬ 
pose  you  see  a  lot  in  going  for  Kick  Longman.  Look  out 
somebody  don’t  steal  a  march  on  you,  same  as  Hammer 
did  on  me.  Bye,  bye,  Brady.  I'm  all  in  now." 

“Was  that  Katchaka?”  demanded  Ilarrv.  who  had  been 
listening  to  Old  King  Bradv's  side  of  the  talk  with  the 
utmost  curiosity. 


“’Even  Katchaka,”  replied  the  old  detective. 

“He's  got  a  nerve.  1  must  sav.” 

“He  certainly  has,  Harry,  but  mark  you,  lie  means  to 
try  to  blackmail  the  blackmailer,  surest  thing  vou  know: 

V _  • 

and  he  will  try  to  get  that  statement  of  facts.  It  wouldn't 
surprise  me  if  he  published  it  just  out  of  pure  love  of 
making  trouble.  We  have  to  stir  ourselves,  or  the  in¬ 
spector  is  liable  to  fall  into  the  sonp  after  all.” 

“And  that’s  no  dream.  If  we  only  had  some  hold  on 
the  old  rascal.  Where  does  lie  live?” 

“In  an  old  frame  house  away  up  in  the  Bronx _ Bow¬ 

man  street.  He  is  a  perfect  miser,  but  oh,  oh.  so  cunning! 
I  don't  know  anything  of  him  personally,  for  I  never  came 
up  against  him.  but  there  must  be  some  way  of  reaching 
him.” 


“If  we  could  only  dope  it  out.“ 

“There’s  no  time  to  dope  it  out,  and  there's  the 
trouble.” 

Old  King  Brady  pondered  for  a  long  time  and  finally 
called  Alice  into  the  conclave  and  told  her  of  the  tuH 
with  Katchaka.  and  then  said: 

Xov> .  Alice,  it  is  up  to  you.  1  i\  up  your  prettiest  and 
call  on  that  old  rascal,  speak  out  with  absolute  frank¬ 
ness  Tell  him  the  whole  story.  Enlarge  on  my  hold  ou 
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ELiK  laka,  whom  you  will  be  careful  to  call  Dorian.  Tell 
bun  mat  if  he  values  his  own  safety  he  must  have  no  deal¬ 
ings  with  the  man.  Ask  him  what  he  will  take  for  the 
statement  of  facts,  spot- cash,  and  lead  him  to  believe  that 
Dressner  will  buy  him  out.  There  are  the  points.  Inci¬ 
dentally.  you  will  keep  your  eyes  open  for  any  crumbs  of 
comfort  you  may  be  able  to  pick  up — see?” 

“1  will  do  my  best,”  replied  Alice,  “but  you  have  set 
me  a  hard  task.” 

"  Look  here,”  said  Harry.  “An  idea  occurs  to  me.  I 
can't  forget  the  expression  on  Katchaka’s  face  when  he 
read  that  letter  and  exclaimed  that  the  Nick  must  refer 
to  Longman.  It  was  that  of  a  man  who  had  made  a  dis¬ 
covery  of  vast  importance.” 

“Well,  so  it  was,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Hear  me  out.  Don't  it  strike  you  that  for  a  man  in 
Katchaka’s  situation,  who  has  certainly  been  making  a 
lot  of  money  at  his  profession,  it  was  a  little  strange  that 
he  should  consent  to  go  in  for  so  dangerous  a  blackmail¬ 
ing  scheme  as  this  false  inspector  business?” 

“Why — er — yes.  I  think  it  is.  Is  it  your  idea  that 
Smith  had  some  hold  over  him?” 

“That  Longman,  whose  business  is  that  of  a  profes¬ 
sional  blackmailer,  had  exerted  it  through  Smith.  In 
other  words,  that  you  and  the  Secret  Service  people  are 
not  the  only  ones  who  know  that  Dorian,  the  lawyer,  is 
actually  Katchaka,  the  spy,  wanted  by  the  Austrian  gov¬ 
ernment.” 

“It’s  an  idea,  Harry,  and  a  good  one.  In  going  for 
Longman  Katchaka  may  have  an  axe  to  grind  for  him¬ 
self.  Still,  this  supposed  hold  of  Longman  over  him  may 
refer  to  some  other  matter  altogether.” 

•  “You  hear.  Alice,”  said  Harry.  “Govern  yourself  ac¬ 
cord  inglv.  I  shall  go  with  vou  and  wait  outside.  If  you 
don't  promptly  reappear  I  shall  come  in  after  you.” 

“It  may  be  just  as  well  for  you  to  have  an  escort,  Alice,” 
asserted  Old  King  Brady,  “but  make  haste,  my  dear  girl, 
whatever  else  you  do." 

Alice  went  into  the  costume  room  and  was  out  again 
within  fifteen  minutes,  most  fetchingly  attired. 


CHAPTER  XT. 

THE  MOVE  ON  THE  MAN  AT  THE  TOP. 

'  After  Harry  and  Alice  had  gone  Old  King  Brady  con¬ 
sulted  his  address  book  and  then  went  out  himself. 

Now  the  old  detective  knew  a  thing  or  two  about  New 
York  and  its  queer  ways,  and  he  was  well  aware  that  old 
Nick  Longman  was  not  the  only  professional  blackmailer 
in  the  city,  by  any  means. 

“I  may  be  able  to  get  at  him  second  hand,”  the  old 
detK-tivc  .-aid  to  himself,  as  he  took  down  his  address  hook. 
^  T  ainr  lie  chose  was  that  of  a  lawyer  long  since 
retired.  Old  King  Brady  did  not  know  whether  he  was 
dead  or  alive,  but  he  did  know  for  a  fact  that  the  man 
had  laid  the  foundation  of  a  large  fortune  by  pure  black- 
rZnau.  and  of  one  case,  the  details  of  which  one  cannot 
'mention,  he  happened  to  hold  damaging  evidence,  and 
the  Ywver  knew  it. 

T  /  pjirtv  blackmailed — and  -1  was  out  of  a  large  sum — 
4,i-  now  dead,  but  his  two  -ons  lived  and  were  both  prac¬ 
ticing  iawyerb  in  New  1  ork. 


Old  King  Brady  did  not  know  them,  but  he  knew 
enough  of  them  to  make  him  feel  certain  that  it  he  chose 
to  tell  what  he  knew  of  the  blackmailing  of  their  father, 
that  they  would  be  almost  certain  to  proceed  against  John 
B.  Goater,  the  lawyer  in  question,  from  a  spirit  of  revenge. 

Knowing  all  this,  it  occurred  to  Old  King  Brady  that 
in  a  good  cause  it  would  do  no  harm  to  try  a  little  black¬ 
mailing  himself. 

The  address  he  had  taken  from  his  book  was  a  certain 
number  on  West  38th  street,  where  the  lawyer  had  lived 
twenty  years  before. 

The  house  looked  to  be  well  kept  up,  and  when  Old 
King  Brady  rang  the  bell  a  neatly  attired  maid  answered. 

“Is  Mr.  Goater  in?”  asked  Old  King  Braclv. 

“Mr.  Goater  don’t  live  here,  sir,”  replied  the  maid. 

“Is  he  not  the  owner  of  this  house?  He  used  to  be.” 

“I  don’t  know  any  such  person,  sir,”  replied  the  maid, 
eyeing  the  old  detective  suspiciously.  * 

Just  then  a  woman’s  voice  called  from  the  head  of  the 
stairs. 

“Who  is  it  vou  wish  to  see?*’ 

*'  * 

“Mr.  Goater,  who  formerly  owned  this  house,”  replied 
Old  King  Brady. 

“Annie,  show  the  gentleman  into  the  parlor,”  said  the 
voice,  and  the  maid,  looking  surprised,  did  so. 

In  a  moment  a  stout  woman  with  a  very  red  face  came 


waddling  in. 

“What  did  you  want  to  sec  Goater  about r”  she  asked 
in  a  most  peculiar  tone. 

“Madam,  I  can  scarcely  explain  that  to  you,”  replied 
Old  King  Brady.  “I  came  here  not  knowing  even  if  the 
man  still  lived,  and— 


U 


Oh,  lie’s  alive.  His  kind  never  die!"  squealed  the  fat 


woman. 

“She  knows  Goater  and  hates  him,”  Old  King  Brady 
said  to  himself.  “It  will  pay  to  play  on  this  thing." 

“  You  seem  to  he  no  friend  of  Mr.  Goater s,”  he  ^re¬ 
marked.  , 

“Indeed,  I’m  not!”  cried  the  woman,  tossing  her  head. 
“He  sold  my  husband  this  house,  and  afterwards  tried  to 
steal  it  from  us,  the  old  rascal,”  and  she  went  into  a  long 
story  of  part  payment,  suppressed  back  tax  bills  sprung- 
on  her  afterward,  an  attempt  to  foreclose  a  mortgage  be¬ 
cause  interest  was  one  day  overdue,  and  so  on,  to  all  of 
which  the  old  detective  listened  with  such  patience  as  he 
could  assume,  and  when  she  was  through  he  showed  his 
shield. 

“I  may  as  well  tell  you,  ma’am,  that  I  am  a  detective; 
I’d  explain  my  business  if  I  could,  but  it  is  private,”  he 
^aid. 

“Are  you  going  to  arrest  the  old  sinner  for  some 
crime?”  screamed  the  woman.  “If  that’s  so,  I’m  right 
glad  l  gave  you  his  address.” 

“It  may  even  come  to  that,”  said  the  old  detective; 
“but,  my  dear  madam,  you  haveA’t  given  me  his  address.” 

“Didn’t  J?  Why,  I  thought  I  did;  hut  see  here,  he  may 
be  dead,  for  all  I  know;  but  the  ist  I  beard  of  him  his 
address  was  1 83  Bowman  street,  Bronx,  care  of  N.  Long¬ 
man." 

“How  many  years  old  is  that  address?”  he  asked. 

“About  fifteen,”  replied  the  woman.  “Time  lie  tried  to 
rob  us  of  this  house.  Yon  see,  it  was  this  way - ” 
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“Yes,  yes,  you  told  me.  I  am  a  thousand  times  obliged. 
Am  T  to  understand  that  you  haven’t  seen  or  heard  of 
Gonter  for  fifteen  years ?” 

“I  haven’t,  hut  my  husband  saw  him  on  Broadway 
about  four  years  ago.  He  was  alive  then.” 

Old  King  Brady  pulled  out  as  soon  as  he  could. 

“What  am  I  up  against?”  he  asked  himself.  “Can  it 
be  possible  that  Goater  is  still  at  his  old  business  and  that 
he  has  changed  his  name  to  Longman.  If  that  is  so,  then 
1  have  got  him.  I’ve  surely  treed  my  coon,  and  all  I  have 
to  do  is  to  pull,  him  down  by  the  tail." 

The  idea  grew  on  him,  and  he  hurried  to  police  head¬ 
quarters. 

Inspector  Dressner  was  in. 

No  need  for  him  to  sav  Indian  Pipe  this  time.  The 
satisfied  expression  of  his  race  was  enough. 

It  was  such  a  relief  not  to  hear  Dorian's  odious  voice 
over  the  telephone  this  morning,  giving  me  my  order  for 
the  day,”  he  said.  “You  can’t  think.” 

“But  I  heard  his  voice  over  the  ’phone,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  and  he  told  something  of  what  the  spy  said. 

“What  a  nerve!”  cried  the  Inspector.  “What  are  you 
going  to  do?” 

“Oh,  we  are  working,  and  in  connection  with  that  I 
have  come  here.  Tell  me,  Inspector,  did  you  ever  meet 
Nick  Longman?” 

“That  old  blackmailer?  No.  What  about  him?” 

“I  have  an  idea  that  he  is  the  man  who  holds  that 
unlucky  confession  of  yours.” 

“Say!  What  do  you  know  about  that?  I  wouldn’t  he 
the  first  man  who  has  suffered  at  the  hands  of  that  old 
rascal.” 

“Indeed,  no;  but  listen.  I  am  trying  to  connect  the 
man  with  one  John  B.  Goater,  who  was  once  in  the  same 
line  of  business,  and  who  dropped  out  of  sight  some  twenty 
years  ago.  He  owned  considerable  property.  Is  there 
any  one  you  know  in  the  tax  office  who  would  make  a 
quick  search  and  tell  me  what  became  of  the  Goater  hold¬ 
ings?  It  is  all  a  matter  of  record,  of  course.” 

“Yes,  there  is.  I  know  the  very  man,  and  he  is  under 
big  obligations  to  me.” 

“Then  call  him  up  quickly  and  tell  him  to  be  quick, 
for  whatever  is  to  he  done  in  this  business  must  be  done 
before  Katehaka  has  time  to  turn  himself.  All  wc  want 
to  know  is  who  has  the  Goater  holdings.  If  they  are  still 
in  his  name,  the  address  is  wanted.” 

The  Inspector  talked  with  some  one  over  the  telephone 
whom  he  called  “Lyons,”  and  then  informed  Old  King 
Brady  that  the  matter  would  be  taken  right  up. 

While  they  waited  he  said,  bitterly:  “I  suppose  you 
glanced  over  the  account  of  my  raid  last  night?” 

“I  did,  and  it's  a  shame.” 

“Is  it  not?  One  paper  said  that  having  bled  Stone  all 
he’d  stand,  I  raided  him.  Two  almost  accuse  me  of  his 
murder.  Brady,  I  give  you  my ‘word  that  I  did  not  know 
that  house  was  running,  so  completely  had  1  become 
divorced  from  my  official  work.  As  for  Stone,  although  I 
had  heard  of  him  and  had  been  told  that  he  had  opened 
a  house  somewhere  in  the  city.  I  never  saw  him  until  you 
showed  me  his  dead  face  there  in  that  vault." 

“All  of  which  only  goes  to  show  how  little  newspaper 
stories  about  police  can  be  believed,”  said  Did  King 
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Brady.  “But  forget  it,  inspector.  There  are  brighter 

times  ahead.” 

“I'm  afraid  not  foi  me,”  sighed  Dressner.  “Remember 
the  truth  of  this  outrageous  plot  can  never  become  gen¬ 
erally  known.” 

And  Old  King  Brady  was  forced  to  admit  that  this 
was  true. 

Soon  “Lyons”  called  up. 

The  information  he  had  to  give  was  most  satisfactory. 

The  name  of  John  B.  Goater  did  not  then  appear  on  the 
lax  roll. 

All  the  Goater  holdings  had  been  disposed  of  between 
fifteen  and  twenty  years  before  and  the  hulk  of  them  had 
been  deeded  to  Nicholas  Longman. 

“Longman  is  Goater,  as  sure  as  fate,”  declared  Old 
King  Brady.  “This  is  great.  Thinking  things  over,  it  is 
just  about  fifteen  years  since  Longman's  doings  first  be¬ 
gan  to  be  talked  about.” 

“It  is.  I  can  vouch  for  that,”  admitted  the  inspector. 
But  how  did  he  ever  get  hold  of  that  wretched  paper  and 
those  letters?” 

“I  once  knew  a  man  who  was  a  professional  black¬ 
mailer,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “who  used  to  .make  the 
rounds  of  the  junk  cellars  in  Ann  street  daily  and  look 
over  the  letters  and  legal  documents  which  were  gathered 
up  in  offices  as  junk.  He  told  me  that  he  had  made  thou¬ 
sands  of  dollars  out  of  his  finds.  He  mentioned  selling 
one  letter  for  $5,000  cash,  while  for  a  cerctain  deed  he 

got  $25,000.  Perhaps  Capt.  — - ’s  papers  went  to  the 

junkman,  and  Longman,  as  we  may  as  well  call  him,  got 
hold  of  your  confession  in  the  same  way.” 

Old  King  Brady  now  left  and,  having  become  so  deeply 
interested  in  the  matter,  he  determined  to  go  to  Bowman 
street  himself,  and  did  so. 

The  number  in  question  was  attached  to  a  shabby  little 
old-fashioned  frame  house,  which  stood  along  with  an¬ 
other  next  door  well  out  in  the  lots,  with  no  house  in  the 
rear. 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  attempt  to  enter,  as  he  had  no 
means  of  knowing  how  such  a  course  might  interfere  with 
what  Alice  had  done  or  was  intending  to  do. 

He  walked  on  until  lie  met  the  policeman  on  fhe  heat, 
to  whom  he  displayed  his  shield  and  told  his  name. 

“Tell  me,  officer,  what  do  you  know  about  a  man  named 
Longman,  who  lives  in  the  first  of  those  two  houses  over 
there?”  Old  King  Brady  asked. 

“Yon  mean  the  old  miser,”  said  the  policeman.  “Sav, 
it's  a  wonder  some  one  don't  croak  that  fellow  one  of  these 
fine  nights.  While  I  don’t  believe  it  myself,  as  every¬ 
body  around  here  has  it.  he  keeps  large  sums  of  money 
in  the  house.  One  thing  sure,  he’s  very  rich." 

“Who  lives  with  him?"  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“That’s  just  it,"  replied  the  policeman.  “There  don't' 
nobody  live  with  him.  That's  where  the  risk  comes  in," 

“Has  he  lived  that  way  long?" 

“Lor  the  last  fifteen  years.  Ever  since  an  old  house-1 
keeper  he  had  died.” 

“What's  his  business?” 

"They  say  he's  a  money  lender.  A  good  many  people 
come  and  go  there.  And,  say.  Mr.  Brady,  you’d  be  stir- » 
prised  at  the  pull  the  old  feilov  has.  Some  of  the  big- 
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ff  politkicians  [n  the  citJ  go  in  there,  whatever  it’s  for 
1  them  an^  IVe  seen  'em  many's  the  time.” 

TT  Kngwrad;  walked  on  and  made  other  inquiries, 
lie  walked  back  past  the  house. 

-W  be  was  going  by  the  shade  of  one  of  the  windows  was 
raneu,  unu  to  his  satisfaction  he  saw  Alice  inside. 

She  made  two  quick  signs  and  then  drew  the  shade 

down  again. 

One  meant  “all  right,”  the  other  “don’t  interfere.” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

THI.  CASE  TAKES  A  NEW  TURN. 

Y  hen  Harry  and  Alice  got  up  to  Bowman  street  they 
saw  what  .Old  King  Brady  saw  and  heard  what  he  heard 
when  they  inquired  about  old  Kick  Longman. 

It  was  about  eleven  o’clock  when  Alice  rang  the  hell. 
Harry  had  strolled  on,  and  was  at  some  distance  away. 
He  saw  Alice  still  standing  there  when  lie  looked  back. 
.ApMUienth  there  had  been  no  answer  to  her  ring. 

This  seemed  strange,  as  they  had  been  told  by  more  than 
one  person  of  whom  they  inquired  that  old  Mr.  Longman 
seldom  left  the  house. 

At  last  Alice  gave  it  up  and  came  toward  him. 

;  “ W  Hat's  the  matter?”  demanded  Harry  when  she  joined 

him. 

y  ^  kv,  the  matter  is,  I  can't  make  any  one  hear,”  re¬ 
plied  Alice.  “I  rang  and  rang,  but  got  no  answer.” 

“Why  don't  you  inquire  next  door?” 

“Xo  one  lives  there.  I  was  told  so  by  a  woman  who 
.{went  by.  bhe  also  said  that  Mr.  Longman  hardly  ever 
went  out,  just  the  same  as  the  others  told  us.” 

-  “We  will  walk  around  the  block  a  couple  of  times. 
Perhaps  he  will  come  in  meanwhile.'” 

They  did  so  and  Alice  rang  the  bell  again,  but  with  the 
same  result. 

I  “W  hat  about  the  old  fellow  having  died  in  the  night?” 
he  said.  “If  he  lives  all  alone,  he  might  and  no  one 

know.” 

J  “The  same  idea  occurred  to  me.  Suppose  we  go  around 
to  the  rear  and  see  if  we  can  get  into  the  yard.” 

They  went  and  found  a  back  gate  opening  on  the  lot 
before  which  was  a  great  pile  of  ashes  and  garbage. 

I  Harry  tried  the  gate,  and  finding  it  unfastened,  both 
clipped  into  the  yard,  closing  the  gate  behind  them. 

There  were  no  curtains  at  the  kitchen  windows  and 
Harry  and  Alice  were  able  to  look  in. 

|“Well,  upon  my  word!”  exclaimed  Young  King  Brady. 
“\)o  you  see?”' 

“Of  course  I  see!”  cried  Alice. 

»  An  old  man  lay  stretched  upon  the  floor  in  the  front 

*•  A. 

rorjm,  which  was  not  a  basement  but  was  on  a  level  with. 

the  street. 

v  “He  must  have  dropped  dead,”  suggested  Harry. 
mrl  can't  see  very  well,  it’s  so  dark  in  there,”  added 
Ain-e,  but  it  does  look  to  me  as  if  he  wa3  tied  up.” 

“it's  so.  I  see  now.  He  has  been  robbed  and  prob- 
-o.  murdered  during  the  night.  Can  tin’s  be  Katchaka’s 
work?” 

B^TbatL  r>  to  n-  to  find  out.  Let’s  go  in.” 

he  back  door  and,  finding  it  unfastened, 
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enured  Hie  house,  passing  into  the  kitchen  from  which 
they  hurried  through  to  where  the  old  man  lay. 

He  was  not  dead — very  far  from  it. 

For  this  old  fellow  lay  there  gagged  and  bound,  and 
certainly  he  looked  most  uncomfortable. 

Harry  quickly  removed  the  dirty  table  napkin  which 
served  as  a  gag. 

d  he  man  gasped,  choked  and  Legged  for  water. 

Alice  brought  the  water  and  Harry  raised  him  up. 

He  drank  eagerly,  and  then  asked: 

Was  it  you  ringing  the  bell?” 

It.  was,  replied  Alice.  “When  we  couldn’t  get  any 
answer,  we  thought  something  must  be  the  matter,  so  wre 
ventured  to  come  in,  finding  the  back  door  open.” 

k  es,  yes.  I  m  glad  you  did.  Look  out  you  don’t  cut 
me  with  that  knife  of  yours,  young  man.  Ha!  That's  a 
relief.  Kow  my  Kgs,  please.  Dear!  Dear!  It's  a  wonder 
I’m  not  dead!” 

Hairy  had  set  him  free  and  he  now  helped  him  to  a 
chair,  where  he  sat  blinking,  owlishly,  all  his  limbs  in  a 
tremble. 

“Can't  we  do  something  for  you,  sir?”  asked  Alice,  with 
a  good  display  of  anxiety,  for  in  a  way  she  could  not  help 
feeling  sorry  for  the  old  sinner  whose  character  was  writ¬ 
ten  all  over  his  face. 

Tou  might  get  me  a  glass  of  wine,”  he  muttered. 
“Lou  Jl  find  a  bottle  in  the  kitchen  closet.” 

Harry  brought  it  and  filled  a  glass. 

The  old  man  drank  the  wine  and  it  seemed  to  relieve 
him. 

"Who  are  you?  What  did  you  want?”  he  asked. 

“You  are  Mr.  Longman?”  inquired  Ham*. 

“Yes,  I  am.  Well?” 

f  My  name  is  Towrer.  This  lady  is  my  sister.  We 
wanted  to  inquire  if  that  house  next  door  belonged  to 
you,  and  is  to  let.” 

He  looked  them  over  in  the  keenest  fashion. 

“  Yes,  it’s  my  house,”  he  said.  “I  don’t  know  that  I 
care  to  rent  it.  It  has  been  vacant  a  longtime.  I  don’t 
want  neighbors,  but - ” 

He  frowned  and  a  look  of  deep  trouble  passed  over  his 
face. 

“You’re  a  fine  looking  pair,”  muttered  the  miser  at 
length.  “Yes,  a  fine  looking  pair,  and  I  do  believe  you 
have  saved  my  life.  I  could  not  1  ave  stood  it  much  longer. 

I  should  surely  have  died  if  you  hadn’t  come,  but  there’s 
one  thing  about  you  which  surprises  me.” 

“Indeed,  and  what’s  that?”  demanded  Harry. 

“You  don’t  display  any  curiosity.  You  haven’t  even 
asked  how  I  came  to  be  that  way — the  wray  you  found 
me,  I  mean.” 

‘Why,  Mr.  Longman,  it  is  none  of  our  business,”  re¬ 
plied  Harry.  “If  you  choose  to  tell  us,  well  and  good, 
otherwise  wre  are  not  butting  in.” 

“  Yes,  yes,  that's  right,”  he  muttered.  “That’s  the  true 
gentleman.  You  can't  belong  in  this  neighborhood.  The 
people  around  here  are  just  the  other  way— always  poking 
their  noses  into  other  people’s  business.  It  was  a  thief 
and  a  robber  who  did  it.  He  thought  I  had  money.  He 
was  mistaken.  I  keep  my  money  in  Bio  bank,  like  a  sensi¬ 
ble  man.  He  didn’t  get  wdiat  he  came  after.  He!  He! 
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-No,  he  didn’t;  but  what  I'm  afraid  of  is  that  he’ll  come 
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“Yon  don’t  live  alone  here,  do  yon,  Mr.  Longman: 
he  asked. 

“Yes,  I  do.  Yes,  T  do,”  the  miser  replied,  quickly. 
“I  have  lived  alone  here  for  the  last  five  years.  Never 
had  any  trouble — never  had  any  trouble  before.” 

“It  don’t  seem  altogether  safe  for  a  man  of  your  age. 

“  Well,  it  isn’t.  It  isn’t,  I  suppose.  I  see  it  now.  My 
wife  is  dead  and  my  children  are  all  dead.  Everybody’s 
dead  that  I  used  to  know  and  care  for.  What’s  your  bus¬ 
iness,  young  man?  You  and  your  sister  don’t  look  like 
people  who  would  want  to  live  in  this  neighborhood — no.” 

“Why,  the  fact  is,  Mr.  Longman,  we  are  private  de¬ 
tectives,”  he  said.  “We  are  working  up  a  case  which 
makes  it  necessary  to  live  in  this  neighborhood  for  a  time. 
I’d  like  to  explain  just  what  it  is,  but  of  course  I  can’t. 

That’s  whv  we  wanted  to  hire  the  house.” 

%/ 

“How  long  will  you  have  to  be  around  here?”  he 
asked,  glancing  at  Alice’s  diamonds. 

“Probably  some  weeks,”  replied  Harry. 

He  sat  silent  for  a  long  time  and  then  suddenly  said : 

“Look  here,  you  are  strangers  to  me,  but  I  like  your 
looks.  1  think  I  can  trust  you.  I’m  an  old  man.  I — I — 
say.  I’ve  got  two  rooms  up  stairs  that  I  don’t  use.  Go  up 
and  have  a  look  at  them.  If  they  suit  you  I’ll  let  you 
have  them  cheap.  You  would  be  a  protection  to  me.  In 
a  few  days  I  shall  be  able  to  turn  myself  and  get  this 
robber.  You  see,  I  know  who  he  is.  No  ordinary  thief. 
No  ordinary  thief.  Man  with  a  grudge  against  me. 
What  do  you  say?” 

He  had  been  revolving  the  plan  in  his  mind  right  along 
ju  t  as  Harry  had  suspected. 

“\\  e  will  take  a  look  at  the  rooms,  Mr.  Longman,”  said 
h  oang  King  Brady,  “if  you  feel  able  to  show  them  to  us.” 

“Yes.  yes,”  he  replied.  “I  guess  I  can  get  there*  He’ll 
come  again.  He’ll  come  again.  You  might  arrest  him. 
If  you  saw  him  trying  to  commit  a  burglary  you  would 
am  st  him,'  wouldn’t  you?  And  appear  against  him?  Say, 
would  appear  against  him?  I  don’t  want  to  appear  against 
him.  I’m  an  old  man.  I  don’t  want  to  go  to  court.” 

“Certainly  I  would,”  replied  Harry.  “That’s  my  busi¬ 
ness.' 1 

“Well,  come  and  I’ll  show  you  the  rooms,”  said  the  old 
man.  “Or,  rather,  wait  a  minute.  I’ll  call  you.” 

He  hobbled  up  stairs  and  it  was  ten  minutes  before  lie 
cal  led. 

Meanwhile  Harry  and  Alice  held  a  whispered  confer¬ 
ence.  They  decided  that  it  must  have  been  the  spy  who 
was  responsible  for  all  this. 

The  rooms  were  decently  furnished,  but  very  dirty  and 
had  evidently  not  been  occupied  for  a  long  time. 

A  bargain  was  finally  struck. 

dust  then  the  old  man  was  called  to  the  telephone  by 
tl.-e  ringing  of  a  bell  in  one  of  the  other  bedrooms. 

He  shut  the  door  very  cautiously  and  they  heard  him 
lock  it. 

“This  is  certainly  a  queer  turn  of  affairs,”  whispered 
Harry.  “Are  you  afraid  to  stay  here  alone  with  him. 
Alice?”  - 

“Not  in  the  least,”  replied  Alice.  “If  Katchnka  comes 
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I  want  to  see  Old  King  Bradv.  Perhaps  I  can  get  him 
on  the  telephone.  He  ought  to  know  of  this.” 

“Go  now,  then,”  said  Alice,  “before  he  can  raise  any 
objection,”  and  Harry  went. 

When  Longman  came  out  of  the  room  he  asked  where 
Harry  was. 

“Gone  out  on  business,”  replied  Alice.  “He’ll  be  back 
soon.  Meanwhile,  Mr.  Longman,  I’ll  attend  to  the 
rooms.” 

He  said  but  little  and  then  retired  to  his  own  room, 
where  he  remained. 

Alice  got  busy  and  cleaned  up  not  only  the  two  bed¬ 
rooms,  but  the  whole  lower  floor,  putting  everything  in 
order. 

The  shades  were  drawn  and  she  allowed  them  to  remain 
so. 

Once  she  raised  one  of  them  and  that  was  the  time  Old 
King  Brady  saw  her. 

She  would  have  attempted  to  speak  to  him,  but  at  that 
moment  she  heard  the  old  man  on  the  stairs,  so  all  she 
could  do  was  to  warn  the  old  detective  away,  feeling  that 
Mr.  Longman  would  be  almost  certain  to  recognize  him. 

“Harry  will  find  him,”  she  said  to  herself,  “and  per¬ 
haps  he  has  done  so  already.  It  won’t  do  to  have  him  come 
butting  in  at  this  stage  of  the  game.” 

At  this  moment  the  miser  came  hobbling  into  the  room. 

“Why,  how  fine  ve  look!”  he  exclaimed.  “You  didn’t 
have  to  do  all  this,  Miss  Tower.” 

“Oh,  I  like  to  keep  busy,”  replied  Alice.  “I  can  do 
nothing  till  my  brother  returns.” 

“Yes,  yes.” 

“I  hope  you  you  don’t  think  I  have  been  interfering, 
Mr.  Longman?” 

“Oh,  no;  not  at  all.  Nothing  to  interfere  with  outside 
of  mv  own  bedroom,  and  of  course  vou  wouldn't  think  of 
intruding  there.  I’m  going  to  get  myself  a  cup  of  tea 
now.  Will  you  join  me?  Will  you  join  me?” 

“Suppose  I  make  the  tea  for  you,”  said  Alice,  “and  you 
lie  down  on  the  lounge  and  rest.  You  look  very  much 
fatigued.” 

“I  am,”  he  replied.  “I  am  all  used  up.  It  was  a  terri-  t 
hie  shock  to  me  to  he  suddenly  attacked.  At  mv  age,  too. 
Yes.  I'll  lie  down,  as  you  say,  and  you  may  make  the  tea. 
You’ll  find  everything  in  the  pantry.  Make  a  cup  for, 
yourself,  too,  my  dear.  Two  cups  of  tea.  Two  cups  of 
tea.” 

He  dropped  on  the  shabby  old  lounge,  and  stretching 
himself  at  full  length,  closed  his  eyes. 

Alice  made  the  tea,  and  when  it  was  ready  she  returned 
to  the  front  room  and  spoke  to  him. 

There  was  no  answer. 

Old  Longman  laid  with  bis  face  turned  inward  the  wait, 
and  when  Alice,  thinking  him  asleep,  hem  over  him,  >ho 
saw  that  his  jaw  had  dropped,  while  hi>  eves  were  wide 
open  and  had  a  peculiar  stare. 

At  once  the  truth  dawned  upon  her.  ' 

Whoever  the  old  man’s  assailant  had  roallv  been,  the 
shock  had  indeed  been  too  much  for  him. 

John  l’>.  Goal  or- — Nicholas  Longman — he  hau  posed 
under  other  names,  too— money  lender,  blackmailer,  the 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

CONCLUSION. 

When  Harry  left  the  house  of  the  blackmailer  lie  hur¬ 
ried  to  the  nearest  telephone  he  could  find,  and  called  up 
tiie  office,  but  it  was  only  to  learn  that  Old  King  Brady 
was  out  and  the  clerk  did  not  know  when  he  would  re¬ 
turn. 


heeling  that  he  had  the  day  before  him,  Harry  went  to 
f  the  office  and  waited,  and  at  length  Old  King  Brady  came 
and  they  talked  over  the  situation. 

“It  is  probably  the  work  of  the  spy,”  said  Old  Iviug 
Brady,  “but  I  don  t  believe  it  was  the  statement  of  facts 
he  was  after.  1  have  an  idea  that  he  means  to  follow 
the  Dressner  business  up.  It  is  some  hold  that  old  rascal 
fhas  against  Katchaka  himself.  You  better  get  hack  there 
as  soon  as  you  can,  Harry,  for  if  the  man  failed  to  get 
v  hat  he  wanted  he  is  liable  to  return  at  anv  time,  if  in- 
deed  he  came  at  all.” 

Just  then  the  telephone  rang  and  Harry  answered. 
“Why  ‘Alice!  You  don't  mean  it!”  Old  King  Brady 
heard  him  exclaim.  And  then  it  was: 

y  \ 

“Hold  the  line;  Old  King  Brady  is  here  and  I  want  to 

Stell  him.” 

“What  is  it?”  demanded  the  old  detective. 

“Longman  is  dead.” 

“What!” 

“Dead.  Alice  lias  just  found  him  dead  on  the  lounge.” 
“Is  it  possible?  The  shock  must  have  been  too  much 
for  the  old  sinner.  Here,  1  will  talk  with  her.” 

He  did  so,  and  Alice  told  how  it  happened. 

“I  am  in  his  den  where  the  telephone  is,”  she  went  on 
to  >ay.  “The  queerest  place.  You  never  saw  such  a  col¬ 
lection  of  letters  and  papers.  They  have  been  pretty  well 
'  overhauled,  too,  but  not  entirely.  They  are  in  a  room 
within  a  room.  The  door  has  been  chopped  down  with  an 
a xv.  What  shall  I  do,  Mr.  Brady?” 

“Look  them  over,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Harry  will 
k  coiiie  to  you  just  as  quick  as  he  can  get  there,  and  1  will 
follow  as  soon  as  T  have  attended  to  one  or  two  important 
matters.  Don’t  notify  any  one  of  his  death.  AA  e  must 
r  have  a  try  at  those  papers  before  we  are  interfered  with.” 
Harry  left  for  Bowman  street  at  once. 

He  had  scarcely  gone  when  the  clerk  announced  a  Cath- 

*Vic  priest — Father - . 

He  proved  to  he  the  priest  in  charge  of  St.  Patricks 


in  Brooklyn. 

“Mr.  Brady,”  he  said,  “I  have  heard  from  Father  Mur- 
ra v.  1  managed  to  get  him  on  the  telephone.  He  lomem- 
ibrrs  Mrs.  Kilecn  and  her  twins  perfectly.  He  says  that 
Era  rubs  was  adopted  bv  a  family  named  Klammer. 

Tat  is  nil  he  knows. 


iThe  priest  had  scarcely  departed 


when  Inspector  Dress- 


called  up.  ~  v 

Mr.  Brady,”  he  said,  “that  man  has  been  captured, 
i-  nrjw  in  the  first  precinct  station.  He  tried  to  pell 
o'  of  diamonds  to  Goldberg  &  Stein  on  John  stieri. 
..  I  get  by  your  suggestion  has  worked  perfectly. 

*vc  got  him.” 

It',  a  qtiMion  wlirtJicr  von  "ill  "uni  to  I'olil  1 ! 

said  Old  Kiu*  Brad).  “I  am  satisfied  lie  is 


your  brother;  and  lie  went  on  to  tell  of  the  visit  of  the 
priest. 

The  inspector's  voice  showed  how  deeply  moved  he  was. 

“He’ll  go  to  the  chair  if  we  do  hold  him,”  he  said.  “Is 
it  worth  while  for  such  a  creature  as  Jack  Stone?” 

“It  is  for  you  to  judge,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  am 
onlv  a  private  detective  working  for  von.  I  have  nothing 
to  do  with  the  matter  at  all.” 

“It  is  terrible!’’  said  the  inspector.  “I  don't  know 
what  to  do,  hut  I  think  I'll  go  and  see  him.” 

“I  would,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  and  he  then  asked 
to  have  a  policeman  scut  to  old  Longman’s  house  and  Bid 
what  had  occurred. 

Old  King  Brady  now  went  to  Bowman  street. 


Harry,  of  course,  arrived  there  ahead  of  him. 

Alice  answered  his  ring. 

“I'm  glad  you  have  come,”  she  said.  “I  have  been  so 
afraid  somebody  would  call.  Several  people  have  called 
up  wanting  to  talk  with  him,  and  among  others  J.  VO 
Slater  and  that  man  Smith.” 

“  And  what  did  you  tell  them?”  Harry  asked. 

“What  could  I  tell  them  except  that  Longman  was  sick 
and  that  T  was  the  nurse?  You  should  have  heard  the 
change  of  tone  in  Slater's  case.  I  know  he  is  in  hopes  the 
old  fellow  will  die,  and  no  wonder.  I  have  found  the  hold 
Longman  had  over  him.  I  have  no  doubt  he  has  black¬ 
mailed  him  out  of  a  lot.” 

“What  is  it?”  asked  Harry. 

Alice  took  him  up  stairs  to  the  dead  man’s  chamber. 

As.  she  had  stated,  here  was  a  room  within  a  room,  or 
rather  half  the  room  had  been  partitioned  off  as  a  closet, 
a  window  at  the  end  furnishing  light. 

The  whole  of  one  side  was  given  up  to  shelves,  which 
were  cut  up  into  pigeon  holes  alphabetically  arranged,  in 
which  had  been  stowed  away  an  enormous  quantity  of 
letters  and  papers. 

There  was  a  long  table  in  the  room  which  was  strewn 
with  these  papers  and  many  others  lay  scattered  about 
the  floor.  The  door  to  this  singular  repository  had  been 
chopped  to  pieces,  evidently  hv  old  Longman's  assailant. 

Alice,  going  to  one  of  the  pigeon  holes  marked  S — 
there  were  several  to  some  letters  of  the  alphabet — took 
out  a  hunch  of  letters  which  Harry  looked  over. 

All  were  signed  by  J.  WT.  Slater,  and  they  involved  the 
man  in  a  scandal  which,  if  made  public,  would  certainly 
put  a  sudden  end  to  his  political  aspirations. 

Alice  had  not  found  the  “Statement  of  Facts,”  how¬ 
ever,  although  the  D  pigeon  holes  were  the  first  she  exam 
ined. 

They  looked  at  the  K  papers,  too,  and  those  in  the  B 
pigeon  holes,  hut  nothing  turned  up  relating  to  Katchaka 
or  Dorian. 

“Probably  he  got  them,”  declared  Harry.  “I  don't 
look  for  the  spy  back  again,” 

“  I  scarcely  do  myself,”  replied  Alice.  “I  think  it  alto- 
gel  her  probable  that  he  got  them.” 

They  were  still  at  it  when  Old  King  Brady  came. 

“Well,  this  certainly  is  a  great  outfit,”  remarked  the 
old  detective,  looking  around.  “Any  luck  in  the  Dressner 
matter?” 

“None,”  replied  Marry,  “nor  have  we  found  anything 
relating  to  Katchaka,  either.” 


i>r 


THE  BRADYS  A  YD  TIIB  SPA 


OKI  King  Brady  inclined  to  Harry* r  opinion. 

He  now  went  fiown  to  have  a  look  at  the  corpse. 

Instantly  he  recognized  him  as  John  G.  Goater. 

Meanwhile  Inspector  Dresners  man  kept  watch  on  the 
outside. 

At  last,  towards  evening,  Old  King  Brady,  who  had 
been  making  a  careful  examination  of  the  walls  of  the 
inner  room  or  closet,  spied  a  nail  with  an  extra  large  head, 
which  projected  a  little  at  a  place  in  one  corner. 

He  pressed  it  hut  nothing  happened.  When  he  pulled 
it,  however,  a  secret  panel  opened  and  a  little  cupboard 
was  revealed,  in  which  lay  a  number  of  letters  and  papers. 
On  the  inside  of  the  panel  a  paper  was  pasted  on  which 
was  written :  . 

“Live  issues.” 

‘‘Here  we  have  it,  if  I  know  anything,”  chuckled  the 
old  detective,  looking  around.  “Any  luck  in  the  Dressner 
document  Old  King  Brady  laid  his  hand  <m  proved  to  be 
the  “statement  of  facts.”  Inspector  Dressner’s  letters 
were  here,  too,  also  certain  documents  in  German,  which 
Alice,  who  reads  that  language,  quickly  announced  con¬ 
tained  a  full  account  of  the  case  of  Lieutenant  Katchaka, 
once  head  of  the  Austrian  Imperial  Spy  System. 

These  papers  were  tied  up  with  tape  when  discovered, 
and  labeled  on  a  strip  of  paper  which  accompanied  them : 
“My  hold  of  A.  J.  Dorian.” 

There  wore  other  papers  in  the  secret  compartment, 
however,  which  showed  that  the  blackmailer  held  a  sword 
over  more  than  one  prominent  political  head  in  Yew  York 
City,  and  among  others  were  the  man  we  have  called 
Smith. 

“How  in  the  world  did  he  ever  manage  to  collect  all  this 
stuff?”  questioned  Harry. 

“The  man  had  been  in  that  business  for  many  vears 
replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Doubtless  he  had  a  regular 
system  and  employed  spies  everywhere.” 

“But  Come,  Alice,”  he  added.  “Let’s  you  and  1  go  to 
supper  and  then  Harry  shall  have  his  turn.  We  will  take 
these  Katchaka  papers  and  put  them  in  the  dead  man’s 
hand.  Harry,  you  conceal  yourself  and  watch  while  we 
are  gone.  Should  he  come  he  will  get  the  papers  and 
probably  instantly  pull  out..  You  follow,  and  Dressncr's 
man,  whom  I  will  post,  will  help  you  get  him.” 

So  the  papers  were  put  in  the  hand  of  the  dead  black¬ 
mailer,  and  Old  King  Brady  and  Alice  departed. 

They  went  out  by  the  back  gate. 

Inspector  Dressner’s  man  had  chosen  to  place  himself 
in  the  yard  of  the  vacant  house  next  door. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Alice  found  a  restaurant  and 
there  made  a  hurried  repast. 

Meanwhile  Harry  sat  in  the  kitchen  in  the  shadows,  for 
it  was  getting  dusk,  with  an  eye  cn  the  hack  gate  and  his 
ears  open  for  any  souiW  in  front. 

He  was  just  thinking  that  it  was  about  time  for  his 
partner  to  return,  when  he  suddenly  saw  a  man  slip 
through  the  gate. 

Harry  slipped  into  the  closet  and  waited. 

A  moment  passed  and  the  spy  entered. 

He  glanced  warily  about  and  then  went  on  into  t lie 
front  room. 

A  sharp  exclamation  followed,  and  then,  after  a  minute, 
Harry  heard  him  say  ir.  German : 


“Thank  goodness  I’ve  got  them!” 

He  waited  for  nothing,  but  was  in  the  yard  in  a  moment. 

Harry  rushed  after  him. 

“Halt  there!”  he  shouted. 

Katchaka  turned  and  then  made  a  rush  for  the  ladder. 

Harry  caught  him  at  the  foot. 

“Here  we  arc,  officer!  I’ve  got  him!”  he  cried. 

In  the  struggle  the  spy’s  hat  fell  off  and  the  papers 
were  scattered  on  the  ground,  but  he  hJd  on  to  that  one 
letter  which  had  interested  Alice  so,  and  rushed  up  the 
ladder.  * 

Harry  followed,  and  they  grappled  again  as  the  spy 
sought  to  scale  the  fence. 

At  this  instant  Old  King  Brady  and  Alice  came  through 
the  gate. 

As  best  he  could  in  his  perilous  position  Harry  struggled 
with  the  fellow. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Alice  rushed  to  his  aid. 

Just  then  the  man  on  the  other  side  of  the  fence  seized 
the  letter. 

It  was  the  policeman  at  last,  wherever  he  had  been  all 
the  while. 

“Draw  on  him!”  shouted  Old  King  Brady,  adding: 

“Surrender,  or  you’re  a  dead  one!” 

He  had  not  drawn  himself,  lest  he  should  hit  Harry,  but 
he  did  now,  and  so  did  the  policeman,  and  the  spy,  finding 
himself  covered  fore  and  aft,  gave  up,  thus  ending  this 
most  peculiar  case. 

Katchaka  went  hack  to  Austria  all  right  after  a  hard 
fight  against  extradition.  The  last  the  Bradys  heard  of 
him  he  was  in  a  Vienna  prison. 

Inspector  Dressner  got  his  “statement  of  facts”  and  the 
letters,  which  he  promptly  destroyed. 

And  the  false  inspector? 

Well,  he  dropped  out.  Yothing  was  done.  As  Inspector 
Dressner  put  it  to  Old  King  Brady,  he  simply  could  not 
move  against  his  brother,  but  Jack  Stone’s  widow  got  a  lot 
of  money  and  gems  which  the  false  inspector  gave  up  to 
the  real  owner. 

Old  Longman  left  several  millions  behind  him,  all  of 
which  went  to  charitable  institutions  under  his  will. 

Inspector  Dressner  told  Old  King  Brady  that  it  was  all 
destroyed  when  lie  came  to  settle  his  bill. 

Was  it,  really? 

How  can  we  tell? 

All  we  can  say  is  that  if  it  wasn't,  there  still  exists 
a  grand  chance  for  somebody  to  blackmail  a  great  many 
prominent  people  in  Yew  York. 

Yext  week's  issue  will  contain  “THE  .BRADYS'  BAT¬ 
TLE  FOR  GOLD;  OR,  EX  POST  YG  A  DEAD  MAY  S 
SECRET.” 
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TIIE  SPY’S  SWIM. 


By  Horace  Appleton. 


It  was  during  that  famous  march  of  Sherman  from 
Atlanta  to  the  sea,  that  the  stirring  incidents  of  this 

storv  occurred. 

A  detachment  of  the  main  corps,  three  regiments  of 
infantry,  under  the  command  of  Col.  Martin  Sharpe,  had 
been  sent  on  a  detour  through  a  section  of  country  known 
as  Black  Hole,  to  capture  a  military  outpost  there  in  com¬ 
mand  of  the  Confederate  Gen.  Allorton. 

Col.  Sharpe  was  very  sanguine  of  his  ability  to  cope 
with  the  foe,  with  Ins  force  of  a  little  less  than  three 
thousand  men. 

From  all  authentic  sources  the  information  was?  gained 
that  the  “Johnny  Rebs”  did  not  exceed  two  thousand  in 
number.  It  therefore  seemed  an  easy  matter  to  cope  with 

them. 

So  Col.  Sharpe  started  for  Black  Hole  with  his  little 
army.  With  him  were  two  plucky  young  officers,  Lieut. 
Wesley  Peters  and  Howard  Darrell,  scout  and  spy,  and 
who  held  a  corporal’s  commission. 

As  the  detachment  left  the  main  column  and  marched 
into  the  heart  of  the  enemy’s  country,  in  spite  of  brave 
hearts  and  long  experience,  not  a  few  misgivings  were  felt. 

“It  is  Gen.  Sherman’s  order,”  declared  Sharpe,  by  way 
i  of  self-vindication.  “It  is  not  ours  to  reason  uviiy.” 

‘‘But  to  do  and  die,”  rejoined  Peters.  “Well,  colonel, 
we  will  certainly  dc  the  best  we  can.  If  we  get  the  worst 
-  of  it  we  can  depend  upon  every  man  fighting  to  the  end 
and  no  surrender.” 

“ That  is  the  talk  I  like  to  hear!”  declared  the  colonel 
,  warmly,  “but  I  feel  sure  we  shall  win.  Hello,  Darrell, 
didn’t  you  tell  me  there  was  a  man  in  Company  B  of  the 
Sixth  that  knew  this  region  pretty  well?” 

“Egbert  Spence,  private  in  Company  B?” 


i. 


Yes.” 


i. 


*It  is  true.  He  was  born  and  raised  not  far  from  the 
town  of  Black  Hole.” 

“Send  him  to  me.” 

Darrell  saluted  and  retired.  A  short  while  later  he 
reappeared  from  the  ranks  in  company  with  a  man  of 
rather  peculiar  appearance. 

He  was  tall,  lank  and  sallow.  He  had  dark  furtive  eyes 
looking  out  from  beneath  heavy  eyebrows.  That  he  was 
a  Southerner  born  was  easily  seen.  Yet  he  was  fighting 

in  the  Union  army.  * 

Col.  Sharpe  eyed  the  man  keenly,  then  asked : 

“You  are  familiar  with  the  region  about  Black  Hole?” 

“I  am,  sir.”  , 

“Spence,  can  I  trust  you  with  a  very  important  under- 

•*  y  i  H'r 

The  man’s  shifting  eyes  wandered  from  the  spot 
,  S/.arpe  repeated  his  question  sternB. 

“What  is  it,  kernel?”  asked  Spence. 

“I  want  you  to  guide  this  army  to  the  most  ad van- 
U^ois  oo-ition  from  which  to  attack  Black  Hole. 

Spence  was  silent  a  moment.  He  seemed  to  be  busily 
t'  '  king.  Suddenly  he  lilted  his  head. 

“Tj:c  best  course  for  ns  is  to  make  Oak  Sv» amp.  Ihai 


is  a  road  through  that  by  which  ye  kin  hit  Allerton’s 
forces  in  the  rear  an’  break  ’em  all  to  pieces!” 

“A  swamp!"  exclaimed  the  colonel,  consulting  his  war- 
map.  “Ah,  I  see  it  now.  Is  it  safe  for  an  army  to  ven¬ 
ture  into  it?” 

“Yes,  sir,  if  you  will  follow  this  particular  road.” 

“That  settles  it.  Lead  us  through  the  swamp,  and  if 
we  defeat  AUerton  you  shall  be  promoted,  Spence!” 

The  command  now  pushed  forward  rapidly.  Spence 
led  the  way  finally  into  Oak  Swamp. 

But  it  was  fast  growing  dark  as  the  swamp  was  made. 

However,  Spence  declared  that  he  could  lead  them 
safely  through  with  the  aid  of  torches. 

The  path  through  the  swamp  was  narrow  and  wet  and 
muddy.  The  soldiers  were  obliged  to  march  almost  in 
single  file,  and  floundered  at  times  hopelessly  in  the  mire. 
Spence,  the  guide,  kept  ever  ahead  of  the  column.  Be¬ 
hind  him  rode  Sharpe  and  his  officers. 

Time  and  again  the  colonel’s  face  bore  a  shade  of  appre¬ 
hension.  Several  times  dark  suspicions  crossed  his  mind, 
and  if  it  had  been  logical  he  would  have  turned  back  and 
essayed  the  roundabout  route  bv  which  to  attack  Allerton. 

V  V 

Suddenly  he  saw  the  lank  form  of  Spence  ahead  sud¬ 
denly  dart  into  the  gloom  by  the  side  of  the  path.  They 
had  reached  a  little  species  of  island  or  high  ground  in 
the  heart  of  the  swamp. 

“Halt!”  roared  Sharpe  in  tones  of  thunder.  “Stop  that 
man!  I  believe  he  is  a  traitor!” 

Darrell  and  Peters  started  instantly  after  the  traitor¬ 
ous  villain.  But  Spence  had  vanished;  not  even  his  trail 
could  be  found.  - 


The  cat  was  out  of  the  bag.  It  was  a  cut  and  dried 
game  to  lead  the  detachment  into  the  swamp,  where  the 
Confederates  could  hold  them  at  their  mercy. 

For  a  moment  Col.  Sharpe  was  overwhelmed  with  the 
enormity  of  the  disaster.  But  he  was  not  the  one  to  long 
remain  downcast  by  anything  like  reverses,  and  he 
shouted : 

“  Break  ranks!  Make  camp!  We  will  bivouac  right  here 
and  let  the  Johnnies  attack  us  if  they  want  to.  We  can 
fight  our  way  out  or  die!” 

The  troops  sent  out  a  rousing  cheer.  All  began  to  press 
forward  and  gain  the  high  land.  Here  a  bivouac  was 
made.  Pickets  were  established,  and  every  man  slept 
on  his  arms. 

But  shortly  before  midnight  the  enemy’s  guns  were 
heard.  The  pickets  were  driven  in,  and  a  desultory 
battle  was  begun. 

The  rebels  certainly  had  the  advantage,  for  they  could 
send  shells  over  into  the  swamp,  and  raise  havoc  in  the 
Union  camp. 

It  became  necessary  to  divide  the  command  up,  and  for 
a  time  it  was  wholly  a  question  of  each  man  for  himself. 

But  soon  Col.  Sharpe  succeeded  in  bringing  up  several 
mortars  from  the  rear,  and  the  lire  was  returned.  But 
the  position  of  the  Union  troops  was  serious.  To  fight 
their  way  out  of  the  swamp  now  seemed  impossible. 

The  only  route  out  of  the  swamp  was  the  one  by  which 
they  had  entered. 

This  was  a  narrow  path.  It  was  discovered  that  the 
foe  had  erected  a  battery  right  in  the  face  of  this,  and 


28 


SECRET  SERVICE. 


there  a  hundred  men  could  hold  the  entire  three  thousand 
at  bay. 

A  worse  trap  could  not  he  imagined.  The  purpose  of; 


Tolling  on  against  the  slow  current  it  required  vet  what 

seemed  an  age  to  reach  the  clearing. 

At  times  it  seemed  as  if  he  must  give  up.  But  eadty 


the  rebels  became  apparent.  They  did  not  make  anv  reg-  time  he  called  up  fresh  strength  and  kept  on. 

ular  attack.  *  '  Now  the  goal  was  scarce  a  hundred  yards  ahead.  An- 

Their  game  was  to  force  their  foes  to  starvation  or  other  supreme  struggle.  He  reached  a  *amh 

surrender.  Col.  Sharpe  would  not  think  of  the  latter.  crawled  out  upon  n.  f  ,  n  (Wl  strnmr 

It  was  full  half  an  hour  before  he  could  leel  stiong 


enough  to  continue  his  journey.  Then,  much  recuperated, 
the  water  from  his  wet  clothing  and  started* 


Xone  of  the  men  had  more  than  a  day's  rations.  They 
had  expected  to  forage  on  the  march. 

What  was  to  be  done?  A  more  desperate  outlook  could  ^1G  v tung 
hardlv  he  imagined,  in  this  extremity  Col.  Sharpe  called  across  country.  .  +1  , 

Darrell  to  liinu  '  i  It  was  the  middle  of  the  day  bow •  H ^  knew  t  at  Pme 

“My  boy.”  he  said  in  a  quivering  voice,  “I  do  not  care  !<*>*>  BoacU  was  fully  a  dozen  ^  J  ^ 

i"r  myselt,  but  1  cannot  bear  to  see  all  these  brave  fellows  ,  ^  nwav  }lP11P!lth  his  flvinst  fect.  He  ex- 

here 

Ot  lino  O  If  U11J.JV  lttiv.1  lUivv.  ^  - - * - - J  - i  ,  *,  ft 

waterproof.  ms  icmuu 
approaching  a  number  of  negro  cabin::. 

'  The  negro  was  always  the  friend  of  the  A  ankce  sol- 


|L;  •  .  ,  .  i!  1.1  i  nio  ,  a  chance  that  b Herman  s  corps  migm  ut  u*. 

ir  mvseli,  but  1  cannot  bear  to  see  all  these  brave  fellows  f  m  ■  flvmo-  fw  Tic  p\ 

ere  starve  to  death.  >;ow  I  depend  upon  jou  to  get  out ;  /  ;  .  f'  h,  jstols.  The  cartridges  were 

E.th'8  s"araP  a'Y  take  a  mrSSfge  th0  mam  army  for !  waterproof.  His  reason  for  doing  this  was  that  he  was 


reinforcements.  Lt  is  our  only  hope 

Darrell,  the  prince  of  spies,  did  not  hesitate  a  moment, 
“(live  me  your  message."  he  said. 

So  Sharpe  wrote  it  out: 

“To  (Ten.  Sherman — We  have  been  decoyed  into  Oak 


i  dier.  Darrell  hoped  to  enlist  their  aid,  and  to  lind  a 
j  horse  among  them. 

But  at  that  moment  Tie  experienced  a  thrill.  There  was 


Swamp  and  are  surrounded.  V  e  must  have  help  or  every  J  1  . 

j  j  ,  J  ,  -a  distant  bugle  note.  Over  a  rise  ot  ground  came  a  squad 

Send  cavalry  and  battery  at  once  by  wav  C  ,  A,,  .  '  ,  •  ,  ,  ^ 

'■’■of  cavalry.  They  wore  the  blue  and  earned  the  Mars  aLd 


man  will  perish. 

of  Pine  Cross  Hoads.  As  soon  as  we  hear  your  guns  we 

Will Njnake  attack  also. — Col.  Martin  Sharpe."  tStiipvs. 

Darrell  took  ibis  message.  He  drew  from  his  bosom  a.  ,  ,  ,  .. 

A  veil  ot  delight  burst  irom  the  spy  s  lips. 


It  was  the  foraging  party  from  Sherman's  main  line. 


rubber  bag  m  which  he  deposited  it.  L  his  he -placed'  again  L  .  ,  Tr  .  .  .  mi  .  ,  r 

.  ,  •  ,  1  •  °  “ Hurrah!  Hurrah!  ‘  he  shouted.  “This  wav!  f  want  to 

in  his  bosom.  .  '  I  ,,, 

,  see  von!  • 

-1-  ». 

The  captain 'of  the  cavalry  squad  in  utter  amazement 

.  „  .  .  ,  ®  r,  .  .  .......  pulled  up  his  horse  not  ten  rods  from  the  spv‘*  position. 

“  am  ready,  he  said.  “When  1.  return  I  will  bring  you  ;  ,  ,  u  „  . 

J  The  squad  halted  and  the  captain  veiled  : 

•  ini  nv  I  will  uni  inf  urn  '  1  .  ’  .  ...  . '  . 

“Who  the  deuce  are  your'  \\  hv,  it  it  amt  Darrell,  the 


Then  he  threw  aside  his  sword  and  stuck  a  couple  of 

•  ■  i  ,  ,  .*r  '  - 

pistols  in  his  belt. 


aid,  or  1  will  not  -ret urn 

“l»y  which  route  will  you  go?" 

“There  i-  hut  one.  The  path  is  too  narrow.  The  river 
is  my  course." 

Sharpe  and  Peters  went  to  the  river  Side  with  the 
brave  young  spy.  As  he  slid  into  the  water  he  said: 
“Come  here  to  this  spot  in  forty-eight  hours.  1  shall 


spy 


“Captain  Logan!”  cried  Darrell,  joyfully. 

What  followed  was  swift  and  to  the  point.  The  situa¬ 
tion  was  quickly  explained.  Captain  Logan  was  not  Cow 
to  take  active  steps. 

“We  will  send  a  squad  at  once  to  headquarter.-!"  lie 
cried.  “(Ten.  Swift  is  only  fifteen  miles  from  here  with 


come  right  to  this  place.  Look  out  for  me." 

Out  into  the  sluggish  current  he  swung.  It  was  against  JV"  V  ' 
i,  i  i  ,  I,!.,  •  i  C,,  ,:six  thousand  men.  He  will  come  up  at  once, 

tue  current  that  he  swain,  hut  the  water  was  so  calm  that  i  .. .  _T  W  .  _ 

Darrell  waited  lor  no  more.  He  intended  to  return  to 


il  made  little  resistance. 


.  ...  ,  _  the  swamp  and  his  imprisoned  comrades  at  once.  He 

I  ho  hanks  of  the  river  upon  either  side  were  eneum- 1  roaelled  the  river  a  short  while  later. 


be  red  with  water  lettuce,  lily  pads,  and  vines.  Old  rotting 


Some  motive  impelled  Col.  Sharpe  aud  Lieut.  Peters  to 


logs  stretched  into  the  mire.  To  venture  among  such  I  „  +  1  1  .  1  4.1  4.  •  •  . 

a  iv  '.  11  ,  •  -1  11  p  .  r  i  go  to  the  n\ei  bank  that  evening  just* as  the  sun  was 

stufi  would  be  equal  to  certain  death,  tor  there  lurked  the 1  '  u-  m  Ji  •  ,,  ,  .  , 

,  ,,  •  1  ’  [  setting.  To  their  surprise  they  saw  a  dark  form  come 

deadly  moccasin.  ,  !  y  •  . ,  ,,  . 

_  -  „  i  nounderiug  through  the  mire. 

Tint  the  young  spy  was  well  aware  of  these  perils.  He  i 


kept  in  the  middle  of  the  stream.  Here  the  water  was  as 
clear  as  crystal,  lt  had  a  magnifying  power,  and  it 
seemed  as  #f  the  bottom  twenty  feet  below  was  hut  three 
distant. 

Darrell  was  a  superb  swimmer. 

His  equal  it  would  have  been  hard  to  find  the  world 


“(Treat  Heaven!  It.  is  Darrell  returned!"  gasped  Peters. 

“Darrell!  shouted  the  colonel,  jovfullv,  as  he  knelt  to 
help  the  spy  out  of  the  water.  There  was  blood  on-I)ar- 
reli  s  temple.  Tie  had  been  shot  at  hv  a  rebel  picket  a 
mile  above.  But  a  long  dive  and  careful  swimming' 
brought  him  through. 

I  he  next  morning  two  thousand  Confederate*  wore. 


over.  Three  miles,  however,  against  the  current  was  a  |  prisoners,  with  Gen.  Allerton  as  well,  ami  ml.  Sharpe* 
long,  hard  swim.  men  were  released  from  the  death  trap.  It  wn>  a  m\  .  <  ;»-* 


Thus  he  kept  on  bravely.  The  hours  passed.  Suddenly, 
just  as  his  strength  was  beginning  to  fail  him,  lie  saw  a 
break  in  the  forest  ahead. 


mg  victory. 


“ Hurrah!”  he  shouted.  “I  shall  soon  lie  out  of  this  and  before  the 


.Hist  iit  the  nick  of  time  the  Union  troops  came.  D«r* 
lolls  long  swim  had  done  it.  Promotion  was  in  order* 


accursed  place!” 


shoulder  straps. 


war  was  over  bravo  Darrell  the  spy  we  e 


BQTCgRAGAZINI 


him  THE  BOYS'  MAGAZINE. 
It  is  a  Gift  that  lasts  a  whole  vear. 
THE  BOYS’  MAGAZINE  i8 
check  rail  of  just  the  kind  of 
reading  von  want  vour  boy  to 
have.  Clean,  inspiring  stories 
written  by  such  noted  boys’  au¬ 
thors  as  Hugh  Pendexter,  Everett 
T.  Tomlinson,  Yv'm.  Heyllger, 
etc.  Practical  and  instructive  de¬ 
partments  devoted  to  Electric¬ 
ity,  Mechanics,  Photography, 


v  everywhere  as  America's 

highest  authority  cn  Athletics.  Every  boy  should  reiid 
his  ideas  of  true,  manly  sportsmanship, 
mm  it  /iTTmi  FOR  ONLY  $i.oo  we  will 

SPECIAL  OFFER! fend  y°u  THE  Bovs’ 

era  *jvara»j  MAGAZINE forawhole 

year  and  a  copy  cf  the  most  useful  and  practical  book  you  ever 
read,  “Fifty  Ways  for  Boys  to  Earn  Money,"  and  this  Electric 
Engine.  This  engine  is  a  perfect  piece  of  workmanship.  It  is 
considerably  larger  than  illustration.  Buns  1,000  revolu¬ 
tions  a  minute  on  . 

one  dry  battery.  Safe; 

id I  .ndi^icutUiij 

refunded.1  WOVej  ^ 

TkcScottF.Scdii&IdCo.,  785  MalaSf.,Smcthi>©rt,Pa. 

TEE  BOYS’  MAGAZINE  at  all  news-standsy  100  a  cop y. 


To  Boye  and  Girls 
**}>*•  at  oftJy  5^c 
becat:##  you  gtvj  HKI 
every  2  pacl<aga»j^Xc 


papera  of 
pkrd  at  t 


-breech 


Hammerless 

2  REPEATER 


SOLID-BREECH  HAMMERLESS  SIDE-EJECTING 

Sure  Safe  Shooting  for  Man  or  Boy — And  a  Simple  Rifle  to  Care  For 

The  Remington- UMC  .22  Repeater  is  rifled,  sighted  and  tested  .for 
accuracy  by  expert  gunsmiths.  It  shoots  as  you  hold.  The  simple,  im¬ 
proved  safety  '*,vvice  on  every  Remington-  UMC  „22  repeater  never  fails 
to  work.  Accidental  discharge  is  impossible. 

The  Remington- UMC  .22  Repeater  is  easily  cared  for.  In  taking 
down,  your  Angers  are  your  only  tools.  The  breech  block,  firing  pin 
and  extractor,  come  out  in  one  piece — permitting  the  barrel  to  bo  oleoned 
from  the  breech. 

The  action  handles  .22  short,  .22  long  or  .22  long  rifle  oartridgaa— any 
nr  all  at  the  same  time  without  adjustment. 

Remington- UMC— the  perfect  shooting  combination 

REMINGTON  ARMS-UNION  METALLIC  CARTRIDGE  CO.  299  Broadway,  Haw  York  City 

annaw 
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BOYS 

‘SSfSLS 


Almost  anyone  can  learn  it  at  home.  Small 
cost.  Send  to-day  2-cent  stamp  for  particulars  I 
and  proof.  O.  A.  SMITH,  Room  L>0$  ^$23  j 
Bigelow  St.,  Peoria,  Ilk  I 


Give  Shows! 
Make  M 


U  Give"110® 

200  PUSS 


and 


Girls 

a  silver  iluminurfftbunbl# 
our*  neighbors  buy,  you  out  m*4 


U1L 

and'Kldf.ai  (  usF  postal  *  .ordering 
[ieedle3'»m)  12  thintble,  —  We  m*il.  potl 
onc»  Sell-return  our  $1  26.  selecting  the 
Premium  our  Big  200- Booh  ohewe  you_^ntitied^to 

Order  te4e»— extra  pme  for  quick  work  Bi* 
comraieeion  ti  you  prefer 

£*e»  AH  Three  Prevente  Im  •  Terr  drje. 

WAYERLY  SUPPLY  COMPANY.  8a  46b  Munpfiii. 


ITCH  POWDER. 

Gee  whiz!  What  fun 
you  can  have  with 
this  stuff.  Moisten  the 
tip  of  your  tinker,  tup 
it  on  the,  contents  of 
the  box.  'and  a  little 
bit  will  stick.  Then 
shake  hands  with  your 
friend,  or  drop  a 
speck  down  his  back. 
In  a  minute  he  will 
feel  as  if  I19  had  the 
seven  years’  itch.  It 
will  make  him  scratch,  roar,  squirm  and 
make  faces.  But  It  is  perfectly  harmless  as 
it  is  made  from  the  seeds  of  wild  loses.  * 
horrible  itch  stops  in  a  few  minutes,  or  can 
be  checked  immediately  by  rubbing  the  spot 
with  a  wet  cloth.  While  it  is  working,  you 
will  be  apt  to  laugh  your  suspender  buttons 
off.  The  best  joke  of  all.  Price  10  cents  a 
box.  by  mail,  postpaid. 

YVOLRR  NOVELli  CO.,  20  W.  26th  St..  X.  Y. 


I.OT8  ©F  FUP5  F@?S  A  DSURK 
Ventriloquists  Deublc  Throat 

!  Aiteaiih  ksd  roytttfjr  year  fri.adi,  N«i£h  like »  hoc;  whine  like • 
puypx;  sics  ilk*  a  canary  hud  ltolt&k*  birds  nsd  b.uu  of  Soli  and 
.forijt.  P.OADSJ  OF  FilN,  Wfndtrfol  fnvontloD.  ttunw 
r  sties  set i.  trice  oa’.y  iOdiab;  4  fhr  2i  otn'i*  ov  12  ter  60  sent*. 
DOU  a  Lit  THROAT  CO.  DHFT.  &  BiUSM0flT$WH,N.J» 


THIS 

JX&GGrjk 

12c  each,  or  3  for  36c. 


Dept.  2,  Jersey  City,  N.  J. 


A  WONDERFUL  ILLU¬ 
SION.  Yon  can  stab  a 
friend.  Your  friend  is 
not  injured  in  tbe  least. 
It  will  startle  all.  Price 
CIJAS.  UNGER,  310  Union  St., 


GOOD  LUCK  BANKS. 

Ornamental  as  well  as  useful. 
Made  of  highly  nickeled  brass. 
It  held'.  Just  One  Dollar.  Vfhen 
filled  it  opens  itself.  Remains 
locked  until  refilled.  Can  be  used 
as  a  wotchcharm.  Money  refund¬ 
ed  if  not  satisfied.  Price,  10c. 
by  mail. 


benarens,  317  Winthrop  St.,  Brooklyn.  N.  Y. 


OLD  COINS 

5  7.10  paid  for  BARE  date  1868  quarter*.  $20.60for 
Wo  pay  a  CASH  premium  on  hundredsof 
coins;  keep  all  money  dated  before  1884  and  send 
TEN  cents  at  once  for  our  Now  Illustrated  Coin 
Value  Book,  size  4x7.  it  may  mean  your  fortune, 

C.  F.  CLARKS  &  GO.,  Coin  Dealers,  Dept.  03 

LkHOY,  new  YORK 


MEXICAN  COBRA,  Will  scare  %  band  of  Comanche# 
Indians.  So  litcliko  can’t  tell  th#  diftorcnce.  26  inohts 
long,  bulging  eves,  horriblo  red  fangc.  They  ooil  up,  wigfl# 
across  floor  in  ii/elik?  manner.  Practical  loke,  cannot  be  beat. 
Will  cure  toper  #f  drinking  and  soar#  girls  Lot#  a  fit.  Price, 
10  vt*.  I2oMobN»t«Co.,  Dept,  A  I,  K«k,oie,)lMi» 


CACHOO  OB  SNEEZING  POWDER. 

The  greatest  fun-maker  ©t 
diem  all.  A  small  amount 
of  this  pewder,  when  blown 
in  a  room,  will  causa 
e/eryone  to  sneeze  without 
anyone  knowing  where  It 
er,.e«  -om.  It  is  very  light,  will  float  In  the 
Sr  f«r  earn*  time,  and  penetrate  every  nook 
c+r  Mr  of  ram.  Xt  Jfl  pfli  ftcttl  y  hurni* 

Uaoheo  1*  put  up  in  bottles,  and  eno 
e  contain*  enough  to  be  used  from  1®  to 
;  Price,  by  mail,  10c.  each;  a  for  r»«. 

HIJ,J  1  NOVELTY  to.,  29  VV.  26th  Hi.,  N.  Y. 


mm 


Mustaches  X5c.  each,  2 for  26o.;  full  beards  and  side 
whiskers,  75c.  each.  Can  be  had  in  five  colors-gray, 
red,  dark  brown,  light  brown  and  black.  Name  Color 
you  want.  Address  CHAS.  UNGER,  Dept  2,  816  Union 
Street,  Jersey  City,  N.  J. 


Wizard  Repeating 

LIQUID  PISTOL 


Nlck«I-pr**y 
'  In.  lna 

Pat'4. 


Will  stop  th©  most  Tlc- 
lona  doe;  (or  man)  with, 
cat  permanent  Injnry. 
i^rfectly  safe  to  carry  without  danger 
,^.ir®3  and  recharges  Dy 
pulling  tha  trigger.  Loads  from  any  Liquid,  Na 
cartridges  required.  Over  six  shots  in  one  loading 
All  dealers,  or  by  mail,  SOc.  Pistol  with  rubber  cov¬ 
ered  holster,  55c.  Holsters  separate,  lOc-  Mone^ 
order  or  U.  8.  stamps.  No  coins. 

PARKER,  STEARNS  &  CO.,  273  GEORGIA  AYE.,  BROOKLYN,  K.  % 


KF.5tF.BT  fret  to  you  on  ^FREE  TRIAL, 
If  it  euros,  send  01.00;  If  not,  don’t. 
Give  express  office.  Write  today.  W.K. 
HU: line,  837  Ohio  A v*.,  Sidney,  Ohio. 


BOYS  AND  GIRLS 


Air  Rifles.  Opera 
Glasses,  Rugbys  and 
other  presents  given  free  after  you  sell  15 
pictures  of  Taft,  Roosevelt  or  Wilson.  Pictures 
sent  free.  Write. 

G.  SC’HAPrA,  102  James  St.,  New  Haven,  Conn, 


•Wfi  MYSTERY,  magic  and  fun. 

250  Jokes  and  Kiddles.  73  Toasts. 67  Parlor 
Tricks.  8  Fortune  Telling  Secrets.  5; 
Money-Making  Secrets,  22  Funny  Headings.  All  lOo. 
Postpaid.  CHAS.  UNGER.  316  Union  Street,  Dept.  2, 
Jersey  City,  N.J. 


GLASS  1*EN. — Patent  glass  pen,  with  hlco 
dip,  writes  like  any  ordinary  pen;  each  put 
up  in  wooden  box.  Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

WOLIT  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


LOOK  BACKWARD. 

The  greatest  novelty  out. 
Enjoy  yourself!  Own  ono! 
W’hen  placed  to  tne  eye, 
you  can  see  what  is  tak¬ 
ing  place  in  back  and  front 
of  you  at  the  same  time, 
need  to  wish  for  eyes 
the  back  of  your  head, 
with  this  article  you 
occurs  in  that  direction 
your  head.  How  often 
are  you  anxious  to  see  faces  in  back  of  you  or 
observe  who  is  following  without  attracting 
attention  by  turning  around.  This  Instrument 
does  the  trick  for  you.  Lots  of  fun  in  owning 
a  Seeback  Scope.  Price,  IGc.  each,  in  money 
cr  postage  stamps. 

WOLi  1  NOVELTY  COM  29  W.  26tU  9t..  N.  Y. 


No 

in 

as 

can  observe  all  that 
without  even  turning 


rrm. 

Also  known  as  a 
Japanese  butterfly,  a 
pleasing  novelty  en¬ 
closed.  in  an  envelope. 
When  the  envelope  is 
opened  Flffi  will  fly 
out  through  the  air 
l’or  several  yards. 
Made  of  colored  paper  i 
to  represent  a  butter- 
Prlce,  10c. 

ai.  O’NEILL,  125  W.  ">6tU  St.,  N.  V. 


VANISHING  C7GA.lt. 

This  dear  is  made  in 

exact  imitation  of  a  good 
one.  H  is  held  by  a  rub-  . 
her  cord  which,  with  the  ! 
attached  safety  pin,  is  ■ 
fastened  on  the  inside  of 
the  sleeve.  When  ottered 
to  a  friend,  as  It  Is  about  to  he  taken,  it  will 
Instantly  disappear. 

Price.  IGc.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 

C.  BEHIl,  150  \V,  Old  St.,  New  York  City. 


JAPANESE  TWIFJLER. 

f 

A  wonderful  imported  paper  j 
novelty.  By  a  simple  manipu-  j 
latlon  of  tho  wooden  handles  a  | 
number  of  beautiful  figures  can  j 
be  produced.  It  takes  on  several  ! 
combinations  of  magnificent 
colors.  Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO., 

29  W.  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


-vav 


SI* LING  TOPS 

Something  new  for  tho 
boys,  A  toy  you  can 
opin  without  a  string. 
Tills  is  a  decided  nov- 
It  is  of  large 
hiade  of  brass,  and 
a  heavy  balance 
The  shank  ccn- 
a  powerful  spring 
and  has  an  outer  casing.  The  top  of  the 
shank  haa  a  milled  edge  for  winding  it  up. 
When  wound,  you  merely  lift  the  outer  cas¬ 
ing.  and  the  top  spins  at  such  a  rapid  speed 
that  the  balance  rim  keeps  it  going  a  long 
time.  Without  doubt  the  handsomest  and 
best  top  on  the  market. 

Price  13  cents  each,  by  mail,  post-paid 
H.  1  .  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


AyvacTs  Water-Wings 


Learn  to ;  swim  by  one  trial 


Ih  ice  cents,  Postpaid 
These  water-wings  take  up  no  more  room  than  a 
pocket-haukcrchief.  They  weigh  3  ounces  and  sup¬ 
port  from  £0  to  351)  pounds.  With  a  pair  anyone  can  • 
learn  to  swim  or  float.  For  use.  you  have  only  to  we;  ! 
them,  blow  thorn  up,  and  press  together  the  two  ! 
ring  nmrk8  under  the  mouthpiece. 

11.  F.  LANG,  J 815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


HUMAN  ATONIC. 

The  improved  Hu- 
manatone.  This  flute 
will  be  found  to  be 
the  most  enjoyable 
article  ever  offered; 
nickel  plated,  finely 
polished ;  each  put 
up  in  a  box  with  full 
instruction  how  to  j 
use  them.  •  Price, 
18e.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF 
NOVELTY  CO., 

29  W.  36th  St.,  N.  Y. 


LITTLE  CHECKER  BOARDS. 


ce  V  cents  each  byYnpIl.  They  Nftre  made 
of  durable  colored  cardboard,  fold  to  the  size 
of  6 Vs  x  3 Vs  inches,  and  are  so  handy  in  size 
that  they  can  be  carried  in  the  pocket.  They 
contain  24  red  and  black  checkers,  and  are 
just  as  serviceable  as  the  most  expensive 
hoards  made.  The  box  and  lid  can  be  fastened 
together  in  a  moment  by  means  of  patent 
joints  in  the  ends.  Full  directions  printed  on 
each  box. 

II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


LITTLE  ACCOR DEONS 

The  smallest,  cheapest, 
and  best  sounding  mus¬ 
ical  instrument  for  tha 
price.  Tjiis  perfect  lit¬ 
tle  accordeon  has  four 
keys  and  eight  notes,  a 
complete  scale,  upon 
which  you  can  play  al¬ 
most  any  tune.  ft  is 
about  5  x  2%  inches  In  size,  and  is  not  a  toy, 
but  a  practical  and  serviceable  accordeon  in 
every  respect;  with  ordinary  care  it  will  last 
for  years,  and  produces  sweet  music  and  per¬ 
fect  harmony.  Anyone  can  learn  to  play  It 
with  very  little  practice. 

Price  13  cents  each,  by  mail,  post-paid 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  NEW  FROG  JOKER. 

Bushels  of  fun!  “Froggy”  has 
got  a  very  croaking  and  rasping 
voice,  and  when  held  in  the  hol¬ 
low  of  the  hand  and  made  to 
croak,  one  instinctively  looks 
around  for  a  bullfrog.  An  amus¬ 
ing  joke  can  be  played  on  your 
friends  tv  passing  the  ratchet- 
wheel  of  the  frog  down  their 
coat-sleeve  or  the  back  of  their 
coat.  The  ripping,  tearing  noise 
gives  them  a  severe  shock,  and 
they  heave  a  sigh  of  relief  when 
they  find  that  their  clothes  are 
sound  and  whole  os  before.  A  good  joke  is 
to  make  a  gentleman’s  or  lady’s  watch  a 
stern  winder.  With  the  frog  concealed  in  your 
hand,  you  take  the  stem  of  the  watch  be¬ 
tween  your  thumb  and  finger,  and  at  tho 
same  time  allow  the  ball  of  your  thumb  to 
pass  over  the  ratchet-wheel  of  the  frog,  when 
to  the  company  you  will  seem  to  be  winding 
the  watch,  but  the  noise  will  startle  them,  for 
’twill  sound  more  like  winding  Barnum’s 
steam  callope  than  a  watch,  and  you  can  keep 
winding  indefinitely.  Tho  possessor  of  one 
of  these  Frog  Jokers  can  have  any  amount 
of  fun  with  It,  It  is  mad1'  of  bronze  metal 
and  will  never  wear  out.  Do  not  fail  to  send 
for  one.  Price,  10c.,  3  for  F»«\  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid;  one  dozen  by  express,  75c. 

II,  F.  LANG,  1813  Centre  SI.,  D’klyn,  N.  Y. 


DOUBLE  CLAPPERS 


They  are  handsomely  made  of  white  wood, 
j  6  inches  long,  with  carefully  rounded  edges. 

I  On  each  side  a  3teel  spring  is  secured,  with 
flat  leaden  discs  at  the  ends.  They  produce 
a  tremendous  clatter,  and  yet  they  can  be 
played  even  better  than  the  most  expensive 
bones  used  by  minstrels.  The  finest  article 
of  its  kind  on  the  market.  Price  7  cent/'  a 
pair,  postpaid. 

M.  O’NEILL.  425  W.  5Gtli  St.,  N.  Y. 


I 


THE  FLUTTER-BY. 

This  mechanical  flying 
machine  is  worked  by  a 
new  principle.  It  looks 
like  a  beautiful  butter¬ 
fly,  about  S  Inches  wide. 
In  action  Its  wing  move¬ 
ments  are  exactly  like 
those  of  a  live  butterfly.  It  will  travel 
through  the  air  about  25  feet,  in  the  most 
natural  manner.  As  flying  toys  are  all  the 
rage,  this  one  should  be  a  source  of  profit  and 
amusement  to  both  old  and  young.  Price. 
18c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 

II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


LIGHTNING  TRICK  BOX. 

A  startling  and  pleasing  Illu¬ 
sion!  “The  ways  of  the  A’orld  are 
devious,”  says  Matthew  Arnold, 
but  tho  ways  of  the  Lightning 
Trick  Box  when  properly  handled 
are  admitted  to  be  puzzling  and 
uncertain.  You  take  off  the  lid 
and  show  your  friends  that  it  is 
full  of  nice  candy.  Replace  the 
lid,  when  you  can  solemnly  assure 
your  friends  that  you  can  Instantly  empty  tho 
box  in  their  presence  without  opening  it;  and 
taking  off  the  lid  again,  sure  enough  the  candy 
lias  disappeared.  Or  you  can  change  the 
candy  into  a  piece  of  money  by  following  Die 
directions  sent  with  each  box.  This  is  tha 
l  neatest  and  best  cheap  trick  ever  invented, 
l-'rice,  only  10c.;  U  for  25c.,  mailed,  postpaid. 

M.  O’NEILL.  425  W.  50lh  bt..  N .  \. 


LITTLE  RTF’S  TEN-FINS. 

In  each  »«i  there  ere 
ten  plus  and  two  bowl* 
,  lug  balls,  packed  in  a 
beautifully  ornamented 
box.  With  one  of  these 
miniature  sets  you  can 
play  ten-pins  on  your 
dining-room  table  Just 
as  well  as  the  gams 
can  be  played  in  a  regular  alley.  Every  g am* 
known  to  professional  bowlers  can  be  worked 
with  th*se  pins.  Price.  10c.  per  box  by  mail, 
postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  X.  Y. 


FIGHTERS. 

A  brand  new  idea 
for  amusement.  They 
consist  of  small  card¬ 
board  figures  of  sol¬ 
diers.  Indians,  swords- 
xn  e  n,  etc.,  and  ars 
mounted  on  wires.  The 
moment  you  twist  the 
wires  between  the  lit¬ 
tle  figures,  they  instantly  become  animated, 
and  charge  at  each  other  in  the  most  aston¬ 
ishing  manner.  No  end  of  fun  with  these 
toys.  Price,  10c.  by  mall,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  \Y.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


BUBBLE  BLOWER. 

With  this  devlco,  a 
continuous  series  of 
bubbles  can  be  blown. 
It  is  a  wooden,  cigar- 
ehaped  blower,  encas¬ 
ing  a  small  vial,  In 
which  there  is  a  piece 
of  soap.  The  vial  is 
filled  with  water,  and  a  peculiarly  perforated 
cork  Is  inserted.  When  you  blow  in  to  the 
mouthpiece,  it  sets  up  a  hydraulic  pressure 
through  the  cork  perforations  and  causes 
bubble  after  bubble  to  come  out.  No  need  of 
dipping  into  water  once  the  little  bottle  is 
filled.  Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 

C.  BEIIIt,  150  W,  02d  St.,  New  York  City. 


HALF  MASKS. 

False-faces  beaten  a  mile! 
There  are  7  in  a  set  and  represent 
an  Indian,  a  Japanese  girl,  a 
clown.  Foxy  Grandpa,  an  English 
Johnny  Atkins  and  an  Automo- 
billst.  Beautifully  lithographed 
in  handsome  colors  on  a  durable 
quality  of  cardboard.  They  have 
eyeholes  and  string  perforations. 
Price,  6c.  each,  or  the  full  set  of 
7  for  25c.,  postpaid. 

M.  O’NEILL, 

425  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


MYSTIC  PUZZLE 

The  newest  and  most 
novel  puzzle  on  tho 
market.  It  consists  of 
a  flat  piece  of  wood 
1^4  x  3  inches,  neatly 
covered  with  imita¬ 
tion  leather.  The 
cross-bar  and  ring  in 
the  hole  are  nickel-plated.  The  object  is  to 
get  the  small  ring  off  the  bar.  It  absolutely 
cannot  be  done  by  anyone  not  in  the  secret. 
More  fun  to  be  had  with  it  than  with  any 
other  puzzle  made.  It  is  not  breakable  and 
can  be  carried  in  the  vest  pocket. 

Price  10  cents  each  by  mail,  post-paid 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y, 


TABLE  RAISING  TRICK 

The  most  mystifying 
trick  ever  done  by  a 
magician.  The  p  e  r- 

—  former  shows  a  plain 
^  light  table.  He  places 

-  his  hand  flat  upon  its 
top.  The  table  clings 

to  his  hand  as  if  glued  there.  He  mav  swing 
It  in  the  air,  but  the  table  will  not  leave  his 
hand  until  he  sets  it  on  the  floor  again.  Ti  e 
table  can  be  inspected  to  show  that  there  aro 
no  strings  or  wires  attached. 

Price  12  cents  each,  by  mail,  post-paid 
M.  O'NEILL,  425  IV.  56th  St.,  X.  Y. 


MUSICAL  SEAT 

The  best  Jok#  out. 
You  can  have  more 
fun  than  a  circus, 
with  one  of  these 
novelties..  AH  you 
have  to  do  is  to  place 
one  on  a  chair  seat 
(hidden  under  a  cush¬ 
ion.  if  possible'.  Then 
tell  your  trlond  to  rt 
down.  An  unearth  v 
shriek  from  the  little  round  drum  will  seed 
your  victim  up  in  the  air.  th*»  most  purified 

and  astonished  mortal  on  earth.  Don’t  mi** 

getting  one  of  these  genuine  laugh  prxHlucsr* 
Perfectly  harmless,  and  ne\  er  misses  doing  l  ■ 
work. 

Price  30  cents  each,  by  mall  post-paid 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  20  W.  MtU  St.,  N.  T. 


SECRET  SERVIOE- 


“Secret  Service” 


NEW  YORK.  DECEMBER  6,  1912. 


TERMS  TO  SUBSCRIBERS 


Single  Copfe_< . .  .os  Cents 

One  Copy  Three  Mor.thi .  .65  Cent* * •* 

Ore  Copy  Six  Months .  $1.25 

One  Copy  One  Year . ...  $2.50 

Postage  Free. 

HOW  TO  SEND  MONEY— At  our  risk  send  P.O.  Money  Order,  Check 
or  Registered  Letter;  rOrnittaneea  in  any  other  way  are  at  your  risk 
We  accept  Postage  stamps  tne  same  as  cash.  When  sending  silver 


wrap  the  Coin  in  a  separate  piece  of  paper  to  avoid  cutting  the  enrol- 
•  pt.  i)  nil-  your  iiatiit  aiut  auarezs  puunly.  Address  letters  to 


►  Mscuiia  Toiikt,  r,-wWens 
tiAtnsa*,  l're»*nr»r 


Frank  Tousey,  Publisher 
168  West  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 


The  United  States  Bureau  of  Labor  lias  put  the  old 
adage  that  k‘it  takes  nine  tailors  io  make  a  man”  out  of 
business.  The  bureau  points  out  that  for  the  simple  mak¬ 
ing  of  a  coat  no  loss  than  thirty-nine  men  of  different 
departments  of  the  tailoring  trade  must  contribute  their 
labor.  One  tailor  marks  where  buttons  are  to  be  sewed 
on;  another  marks  buttonholes  ;  a  third  man  spends  the 
long  day  sewing  on  buttons;  a  fourth  in  making  button¬ 
holes.  Men  who  sew  sleeves  do  not  make  armholes;  the 
armhole  men  are  not  shoulder  shapers,  and  these  last  do 
not  touch  collars.  Even  the  men  who  manipulate  the 
tailors  goose  are  divided  into  pressers  of  seams,  edges, 
linings,  sleeves  and  coat  pressers.  The  baster  sticks  to  one 
distinct  specialty  of  basting,  and  a  separate  functionary, 
the  basting  puller,  undoes  their  work.  So,  when  the  coat 
is  finished,  it  represents  thirty-nine  men’s  work. 


ITEMS  WORTH  READING 


In  Brazil  at  the  funeral  of  an  unmarried  woman,  the 
mourning  color  is  scarlet.  The  coffin,  the  hearse,  the 
trappings  of  the  horse,  and  the  livery  of  the  driver  are 
all  scarlet. 


WITH  THE  FUNNY  FELLOWS 

—  ■  ..  ■  ,.:v  - r~. , ' . . 

“■Mv  wife  still  thinks  I’m  a  treasure.”  “I  wish  mine 

*  1 

did ;  she  thinks  I’m  a  treasury.” 

y  *j 


The  weapons  used  by  Menelik,  the  Abyssinian  Lion, 
to  defeat  Italy  several  years  ago,  were  none  other  than 
the  old  muskets  of  the  papal  zouaves,  laid  down  by  com¬ 
mand  of  the  Pope  when  the  breach  in  Porta  Pia  was  made, 
since  converted  into  breech  loaders,  but  still  bearing  the 
papal  coat  of  arms. 

A  large  900-pound  plough  for  grubbing  purposes,  at¬ 
tached  *to  a  GO  horse  power  traction  engine,  cuts  a  furrow 
*dG  inches  wide  and  10  inches  deep,  and  is  at  present  dem¬ 
onstrating  its  value  on  the  farm  of  0.  L.  Rosensteel,  near 
Corpus  Christie,  Tex.  The  plough  grubs  out  trees  and 
clears  a  strip  seven  feet  wide  as  it  proceeds.  Last  week 
a  field  of  stumps  was  successfully  cleared  with  this  outfit. 


Which  of  two  cavalry  horses  kicked  to  death  an  army 
mule  is  to  be  the  subject  of  inquiry  of  a  (board  composed 
of  five  officers  ranging  in  rank*  from  a  second  lieutenant 
to  a  major,  says  a  press  despatch.  The  mule  met  its  death 
during  the  recent  army  maneuvers  in  the  Santa  Clara 
Valley.  It  was  tied  to  a  picket  line,  and  on  either  side 
of  it  was  the  mount  of  a  regular  army  officer.  In  the 
morning  the  mule  was  found  dead  and  the  evioence  tnat 
it  was  kicked  to  death  was  indisputable,  but  theie  vas 
nothing  to  indicate  which  ol  the  two  equine  suspects  vas 
guilty. 


James  Stimson,  a  farmer,  living  near  Vincennes,  Ind., 
bad  to  go  to  town  to  sell  some  produce,  and  as  theie  note 
manv  tramps  around,  he  loaded  a  shotgun  with  birdshot 
d  told  his  daughter  Martha  that  if  any  one  of  them 
came  to  the  house  she  was  to  shoot.  He  was  detained 
in  town  until  a  late  hour,  and  upon  reaching  home  he 
tried  to  enter  the  house  without  calling  out.  The  daugh¬ 
ter  was  on  the  alert,  and  fired  on  him  from  a  window  and 
fVed  his  legs  with  shot.  It  is  good  to  have  an  obedient 
daughter,  but  it  is  not  safe  to  trust  her  with  a  shotgun, 
m a  ■  be  too  obedient, 


lie— I  don't  approve  of  tips.  She — It  has  been  noticed 
that  vou  do  not  even  tip  vour  hat. 

tv  X  «V 

•*  ' 

“He  told  me  my  operation  would  be  absolutely  painless.” 
“And  wasn’t  it  ?”  “Ho,  it  cost  me  $100  !” 

“You  seem  to  be  able  to  draw  a  great  deal  of  interest 
from. that  gentleman.”  “Of  course  I  do.  He's  my  prin¬ 
cipal.” 

Guff — That  fellow  has  struck  out  three  times  already. 
What’s  the  matter  with  him  ?  Stuff — Oh,  he's  a  prohibi¬ 
tionist. 

Tommy — Papa,  what  do  men  mean  by  circumstances 
over  which  they  have  no  control  ?  Tommy’s  Papa— Wives, 
my  son. 

Millionaire  (to  a  beggar)— Be  off  with  you  this  minute! 
Beggar — Look  ’ere,  mister,  the  only  difference  between  you 
and  me  is  that  you  are  makin’  your  second  million,  while 
I  am  still  workin’  at  my  first. 

Little  Willowdean,  walking  with  her  mother,  stumbled 
several  times  over  the  rough  pavement.  Her  mother  said : 
“What  is  the  matter, -daughter?”  “Nothing’s  the  matter 
with  me,”  she  indignantly  replied’.  “It's  the  ground  is 
too  thick  In  places.” 

Smith  is  a  young  New  York  lawyer,  clever  in  many' ways, 
but  very  forgetful.  He  was  recently  sent  to  St.  Louis  to 
interview  an  important  client  in  regard  to  a  case  them 
pending  in  the  Missouri  courts.  Later  the  head  of  hi* 
firm  received  this  telegram  from  St.  Louis:  “Have  fov- 
gotten  name  of  client,  Please  wire  at  once.”  This  wa«» 
the  reply  sent  from  New  York:  “Client’s  name  Jenkins. 
Your  name  Smith,” 


“WORK  AND  WIN" 

711  Fred  Fearnot’s  Hunt  for  a  Wild  Man; 

or.  The  Terror  of  the  Woods. 

712  Fred  Fearnot  aud  “Reckless  Rob” ;  or, 

Hacking  a  Boy  Champion. 

713  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Rowdy  Player; 

or.  Warm  Work  on  the  Diamond. 

714  Fred  Fearnot  In  Vaudeville;  or.  Help¬ 

ing  Out  an  Old  Friend. 

715  Fred  Fearnot  aud  the  Face  of  Fire;  or, 

The  Cleat  Cliff  Mystery. 

71G  Fred  Fearnot's  Young  Backstop;  or, 
The  Best  Game  of  the  Season. 

717  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Tippler;  or,  Re¬ 
forming  a  Drunkard. 


718  Fred  Fearnot’s  Life  Savers;  or.  Lively 

Times  at  the  Beach. 

719  Fred  Fearnot’s  Post  Season  Games;  or. 

Winding  Up  the  League. 

720  Fred  Fearnot  a»d  Engineer  Ed ;  or, 

Holding  Up  the  Train  Wreckers. 

721  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Breaker  Boy  ;  or, 

Four  Days  Fighting  a  Burning  Mine. 

722  Fred  Fearnot’s  Cross-Country  Cham¬ 

pions;  or,  Great  Sport  on  Track  and 
Field. 

723  Fred  Fearnot’s  Boy  Trappers;  or.  Lost 

in  the  Big  Woods. 

724  Fred  Fearnot’s  Football  Game ;  or, 

Work  On  the  Gridiron. 


725  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Daring  Dick”  ;  or. 

The  Boy  Who  Could  Do  Things. 

726  Fred  Fearnot’s  Winning  Kick :  or.  The 

Rival  Elevens  of  Rockport. 

727  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  River  Men;  or, 

Rough  Life  on  the  Mississippi. 

728  Fred  Fearnot  and  Messenger  10 ;  or. 

The  Great  A.  D.  T.  Mystery. 

729  Fred  Fearnot  aud  the  Fire  Waif;  or, 

Brave  Work  in  the  Flames. 

730  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Marked  Card  ;  or. 

Beating  the  Steamboat  Gamblers. 

731  Fred  Fearnot  and  Mall  Train  Matt ;  or, 

The  Boy  Engineer  of  Nerve. 


‘THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’76” 

603  The  Liberty  Boys’  Grief ;  or.  Dick  Slater 

Missiufi. 

604  The  Liberty  Boys’  Deep  Game;  or,  The 

Spy  of  Stony  Point. 

605  The  liberty  Boys  Saving  a  Patriot ;  or, 

The  Gunmaker's  Plot. 

606  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Paul  Revere;  or, 

A  Wild  Ride  for  Freedom. 

607  The  Liberty  Bovs  Tricking  the  Tories; 

or.  Saving  General  ^utnam. 

608  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Trinity  Fire ;  or, 

Capturing  a  Dangerous  Spy. 

609  The  Liberty  Boys  Helping  Washington; 

or.  Great  Work  at  White  Marsh. 


“PLUCK  AND  LUCK” 

741  Dick  Dareall,  the  Yankee  Boy  Spy ;  or, 

Young  America  in  the  Philippines.  By 
Gen'l  Jas.  A.  Gordon. 

742  Brake  aud  Throttle ;  or,  A  Boy  Engi¬ 

neers  Luck.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

743  The  Boy  Slaves  of  Siberia  ;  or,  The  Vul¬ 

ture  King.  By  Berton  Bertrew. 

744  The  Captain  of  No.  9 ;  or.  The  Boy  Log¬ 

gers  of  Loon  Lake.  By  Howard  Aus¬ 
tin. 

745  The  Invisible  Twelve.  An  Irish  Romance 

of  the  present  day.  By  Allan  Arnold. 

746  The  Boy  Scouts  of  the  Susquehanna ;  or. 


610  The  Liberty  Boys’  Young  Scout ;  or, 

Fighting  the  Redcoat  Raiders. 

611  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Frog  Swamp ;  or. 

General  Marlon’s  Daring  Deed. 

612  The  Liberty  Boys  on  the  Border ;  or, 

Exposed  to  Many  Peril*. 

613  The  Liberty  Boys’  Nerve ;  or,  Not  Afraid 

of  the  King’s  Minions. 

614  The  Liberty  Boys’  Defiance ;  or.  Catch 

and  Hang  Us  if  You  Can.” 

615  The  Liberty  Boys  to  the  Rescue ;  or,  A 

Host  Within  Themselves. 

616  The  Liberty  Boys'  Narrow  Escape  ;  or,  A 

Neck-and-Neck  Race  With  Death. 


The  Young  Heroes  of  the  Wyoming 
Valiev.  By  an  Old  Scout. 

747  Lost  On  a  Whaler,  or,  A  Boy  Captain’s 

First  Cruise.  By  Capt.  Thus.  H.  Wil¬ 
son. 

748  The  Treasurer’s  Son :  or,  Fighting  the 

Railroad  Sharks.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

749  The  Boy  Silver  King ;  or,  The  Mystery 

of  Two  Lives.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

750  The  Boy  of  the  Bastile.  A  Story  of 

the  French  Reign  of  Terror.  By  Gen’l 
Jas.  A.  Gordon. 

751  Dave  aud  the  Diamond ;  or,  The  Boy 

Who  Came  From  Brazil.  By  Berton 
Bertrew. 


617  The  Liberty  Boys’  Pluck  ;  or,  Undaunted 

by  Odds. 

618  The  Liberty  Boy3*  Peril ;  or.  Threatened 

From  All  Side*. 

619  The  Liberty  Boys’  Luck ;  or,  Fortune 

Favors  the  Brave. 

620  The  Liberty  Boys’  Trap  ;  or,  What  They 

Caught  In  It. 

621  The  Liberty  Boys  Puzzled ;  or,  The 

Tories’  Clever  Scheme. 

622  The  Liberty  Boys’  Great  Stroke ;  or. 

Capturing  a  British  Man  of  War. 

623  The  Liberty  Boys  Trapped ;  or.  The 

Beautiful  Tory. 


752  The  Boy  Mayor;  or,  Building  Up  a 

Town.  By  Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

753  The  Cape  Nome  Boys ;  or.  In  Charge  of 

$10,0U0,000  in  Gold.  By  Allan  Arnold. 

754  The  Floating  School ;  or,  Dr.  Bircham  s 

Bad  Boys’  Academy.  by  Howard 
Austin. 

755  Doctor  Dick  ;  or.  Ten  Weeks  on  Lunatic 

Island.  By  Allan  Draper. 

756  A  City  in  the  Clouds ;  or,  The  F.alloon 

That  Came  Down  on  the  Farm.  By 
Berton  rfertrew. 

757  A  Boy  Who  Would ;  or,  From  Newsboy 

to  Merchant.  By  Richard  R.  Mont¬ 
gomery. 
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856  A  Boy  Broker’s  Dollars ;  or,  The  Mystery 

of  a  Money  Vault.  (A  story  of  Wall 
Street. ) 

857  Tom,  the  Apprentice ;  or,  The  Young  Me¬ 

chanic  Who  Made  His  Mark. 

858  A  Banker  at  17 ;  or,  The  Wall  Street 

Boy’s  Syndicate. 

859  The  Mystic  Chart ;  or.  The  Treasure  of 

the  Big  Caves. 

860  Working  the  Money  Market ;  or.  The 

Deals  of  a  W7all  Street  Boy. 

S61  The  Boy  Gold  King ;  or.  The  Greatest 
Mine  in  tho  World. 


362  A  Young  Broker’s  Money  ;  or,  TrapMng 

the  Snarpers  Of  Wall  Street. 

363  Dollars  and  Cents ;  or.  From  Cash  Boy 

To  Partner. 

464  Jimmy,  the  Office  Boy ;  or,  A  Plucky 
Wall  Street  Plunger. 

365  Always  On  Time ;  or.  The  Perils  Of  a 

Young  Mail  Contractor. 

366  The  Missing  Bondi* ;  or,  A  Lucky  Boy  in 

Wall  Street.  v 

367  Hunting  For  Treasure ;  or,  The  Pirate’s 

Chest  Of  Gold. 

368  $10,000  Reward ;  or.  The  Fortune  Of  a 

Bank  Clerk. 


369  Bought  at  Auction ;  or.  The  Bid  That 

Led  to  Riches. 

370  The  Young  Copper  King;  or.  The  Boy 

WTho  Went  the  Limit. 

371  Ralph,  the  Reporter ;  or.  The  Mystery  of 

Assignment  No.  10. 

372  A  Lucky  Risk  ;  or,  The  Nerve  of  a  Wall 

Street  Office  Boy. 

373  The  Race  for  Gold ;  or.  After  an  Aztec 

Treasure. 

374  Tipped  to  Win ;  or,  The  Wall  Street 

Messenger  Who  Made  a  Fortune. 

375  The  Boy  Salesman ;  or,  Out  on  the 

Road  For  Success. 
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“WILD  WEST 
Young  Wild  West 


WEEKLY”  f  "  518 
at  the  Widow’* 

Claim  ;  or,  Arietta’s  Brave  Defense.  519 
Young  Wild  West  and  the  Range  Boss ; 

or,  Crooked  Work  at  the  Sleepy  J.  520 
Young  Wild  West  Caught  by  Savages: 

or.  Arietta’s  Daring  Rescue.  521 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mexican 

Deadshot ;  or,  The  Shooting  Match  522 
on  the  Border. 

Young  Wild  West  at  Hard  Luck  Camp;  523 
or,  Arietta  and  the  Stream  of  Gold. 


Young  Wild  West  Defending  a  Ranch ; 
or,  Besieged  by  Cattle  Rustlers. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Miner’s  Trap; 

or,  Arietta’s  Great  Shot. 

Young  Wild  West  at  Ace  High  Fair;  or, 
The  Liveliest  Time  on  Record. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Risky  Ride;  or. 

Arietta  and  the  Gulch  Gang. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Buckskin  Band ;  or. 
The  Sheriff’s  Big  Mistake. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Double  Triumph  :  or. 


524 

525 

526 

527 


528 


529 


Young  Wild  West  aud  “Cowboy  Jack”  ; 
or,  Spoiling  a  Ranch  Raid. 

Young  Wild  West's  Only  Chance ;  or, 
Arietta's  Quick  Throw. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Desperate  Charge ; 
or,  The  Shot  that  Beat  the  Redskins. 

Young  Wild  West  At  Gold-Dust  Flat  ; 
on,  Arietta  and  the  Secret  Band. 

Young  Wild  West  in  Danger :  or,  Help¬ 
ing  the  Trapped  Cavalrymen. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  "Dutchman’s” 
Claim  ;  or,  Arietta  Defending  Her  Life. 


Double  Triumph  ; 

Arietta  Saving  the  Flag.  v  ,  .  ..  ijer 
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—  LATEST  ISSUES  — 


T^e  Bradys'  Bag  of  Gold:  or.  Rounding Sharks. 


686 


T^e  Bradys  and  the  River  Rats;  or.  Out  <5n  a  Revenue  Case. 

$h«  Bradys  in  Death  Swamp;  or.  Downing  a  Pe«Perat«  .Ba““pnn 
The  Bradys  and  the  Bundle  Boy  ;  or,  Ihe  Fate  of  JddJe  Moran. 

The  Bradys  Mysterious  Clew  ;  or.  The  Secret  of  the  heven  Sevens. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Burglars;  or,  Ihe  Clew  in  the  Bank  Vault. 
The  Bradys  and  the  'twenty  Treasure  Chests:  or,  Ihe  Mystery  of 

sthe  California  Clipper.  UMn,.h, 

The  Bradys  at.d  the  Dumb  Chinaman:  or,  Exposing  a  Midnight 

The  Bradys'  Thousand-Mile  Chase:  or.  Out  for  a  Big  Reward. 

The  Bradys  and  Convict  10;  or,  After  the  King  of  the  Dips. 

The  Bradys’  Dash  for  Life  ;  or.  Trailing  the  Auto  Burgfara. 

The  Bradys  Clever  Trap;  or.  The  Marked  $1,000  Bill. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Yellow  Giant;  or.  The  Clew  in  the  Joss 

Mouse. 


692  The  Bradys  on  a  Great  Case  ;  or,  The  B1I  a  terrible 

693  The  Bradys  and  the  Pack  of  Cards;  or,  The  Hunchbacks  ieir 

694  The6  Bradys  and  the  Circus  Boy ;  or,  The  Fatal  Finger  Prints^ 

695  The  Bradys  Tracking  the  Cab  Crooks,  or,  Working  for  a 

696  B&WBtm.  Buckle  Clew;  or.  Solving  «  ?«««. 

697  The  Bradys  and  the  Queen  of  Hearts,  or.  The  Mystery  oi 

^Masked  Ball. 

698  The  Bradys  Chinese  Trap;  or,  The  Opium  Smuggler’s  Revenge. 

690  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Brown;  or,  E*P°si°S  *“ kr™ty  ^^fssTssipi 

700  The  Bradys’  Singular  Search;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Mississip 

701  TlS^Bfadys  and  the  Skeleton  Club;  or,  The  Secrets  of  the  Silent 

702  TbeMBradys  After  the  Bridge  Burners;  or.  Working  for  a  Railroad. 
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703  Ihe  Bradys  Cyclone  Raid ;  or.  After  the  King  of  the  Mooo- 


704  The1' Bradys  and  the  Chinese  Detective:  or,  The  Ordei  of  the 


705  TheeBradys'  Fudiess  Trail  :  °r.  The  Uyatergof  thj  V' Cfor°MiuionA 

706  The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Miser,  or,  A  Hot  rigut  lu  .. 

707  The  Bradys'  Wireless  Clew  ;  or,  The  Search  for  a L.  Depoirt 

708  The  Bradys  and  the  False  Key  ;  or.  The  Secret  of  the  Safe  uep;. 


709  TheaBradys  Held  m  Bondage;  or,  Tracking  a  Banker’s  TreawiJ 

710  The  Bradys  and  the  Twin  Doctors;  or,  The  Mysterious  House  at 


Vlt  SS  Bradys’  Missing  Clew  ;  The  Million  Th^at  Came  By  Hxpresa 
714  The  Bradys  and  the  Big  Red  Ruby;  or.  Ihe  Old  Pawnbrokers 


715  TheeBradys  and  the  Stolen  Despatch ;  or.  On  Special  Secret 

716  The6  Bradys  and  the  Marked  $1, 000-Bill ;  or,  the  Mystery  of  the 

717  The^  Bradys  and  the  Bronze  Idol ;  or,  Tracking  a  Chinese  Treasure 

718  The  Bradys  and  the  Sales  Girl ;  or,  A  Six-days’  Search  in  the 

719  TheeBradys’  Headless  “Terror”  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Haunted 

720  TheeBradys  and  the  Gunmen;  or,  Breaking  Up  an  East  Side 

Feud. 

721  The  Bradys  in  Peril  ;  or,  Solving  a  Strange  Case 

722  The  Bradys’  Yellow  Foe  ;  or,  In  the  Tunnels  of  Chinatown. 

723  The  Bradys  After  the  Loan  Sharks  ;  or.  Helping  a  Poor  Boy. 

724  The  Bradys  and  the  Spy  ;  or,  Trapping  a  False  Inspector, 

725  The  Bradys'  Battle  for  Gold;  or,  Exposing  a  Dead  Mans  Secret. 

726  The  Bradys  and  the  Tiger  Tamer  ;  or,  The  Clew  in  the  Green  Box. 
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43,  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  BIAGICIAN. 
_&c«irta*ning  the  grandest  assortment  of  mag- 
fcjpj  Utaskms  ever  placed  before  the  public. 

tr.W’tfks  with  cards.  Incantations,  etc. 

X  “  tHE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MIN- 
gim  GUIDE  AND  JOKE  BOOK.-Some- 
ijgtag  new  and  very  Instructive.  Every  boy 
ffrKrtbBi  obtain  this  book,  as  It  contains  full 
•nStretctiens  for  organizing  an  amateur  mln- 
SfeM I  treupo.  „,TI 

48  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL 

rvtlVOEK _ A  handy  book  for  boys,  containing 

S^SStlons  for  constructing  canoes  and  the 
most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them,  fuuy 

HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules 
f|*r  omvdBctlng  debates.  outlines  -for  debates. 

for  discussion,  and  the  best  sources 
STpJSurtag  information  on  the  quvstions 

No.  56  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  AN- 

rnSai-fl — A  valuable  book,  giving  instructions 
ffteotleethasr,  preparing,  mounting  and  pre- 
•tlrvVng  birds,  animals  and  Insects. 

5i,  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 

CAKBS.— ^Containing  explanations  of  the  gen- 
principles  of  slelght-of-hand  applicable 

to  tricks,  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary 

cards  and  not  requiring  sleight-of-hand,  of 
trkfksi  involving  sl^ght-of-hand^  or  tl  *  USe 
•pe«la!iy  prepared  cards.  Illustrated. 

K2  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— Giving  the 
and  full  directions  for  playing 
Euchre.  Cribbage.  Casino. 

H*  HOW  ^“^R.TElwrTERS.-A 
w-SSerful'  little  book.  telllnKyou  howto  writ, 
tA  vmjr  sweetheart,  your  father,  mother,  sistei 
brother,  "employer ;  and,  In  fact,  everybody  and 

RINl°d  My0'HOWh  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE 
PETS. — Giving  complete  information  as  to  *2*® 
manner  and  method  of  raising.  J*™: 

the  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pe»s- 
ali?o  giving  full  Instructions  for  making  cages, 
${J°  Fmlly  explained  by  twenty-eight  lllus- 

tPNo  "sh  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND 

J?r±r^alcollectlngUaand  ^rranging  Tf 

‘hT  »r  HOtV  T^nB«KmU/5.r“™. 
CFINEER- — Containing  full  Instructions  how  to 

Seome  a  locomotive  engineer;  also  direction, 
hnlldine  a  rondel  locomotive. 

V  M  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By 
Old  King  Brady,  the  well-known  detective, 
rn  which  he  lavs  down  some  valuable  rules 
fSr  Beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adven- 
»  trns  of  well-known  detectives. 


No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LAN¬ 
TERN. — Containing  a  description  of  the  lan¬ 
tern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  Its  use  and  for  paint¬ 
ing  slides.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRA¬ 
PHER. — Containing  useful  information  re¬ 
garding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  It;  also 
how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern 
Slides  and  other  Transparencies.  Handsomely 
illustrated.  _ 

No.  62  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT 
MILITARY  CADET.— Explains  how  to  gain 
admittance,  course  of  Study,  Examinations. 
Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post  Guard,  Police 
Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy 
should  know  to  be  a  cadet.  By  Lu  Senarens. 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL 
CADET. — Complete  Instructions  of  how  to 
gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval  Acad¬ 
emy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruc¬ 
tion,  description  of  grounds  and  buildings, 
historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy  should 
know  to  become  an  officer  In  the  United  States 
Navy.  By  Lu  Senarens. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL 
MACHINES. — Containing  full  directions  for 
making  electrical  machines.  Induction  coils, 
dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked 
by  electricity.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES.— The  most 
original  Joke  book  ever  published,  and  it  Is 
brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It  contains  a 
large  collection  of  songs,  Jokes,  conundrums, 
etc.,  of  Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  hu¬ 
morist,  and  practical  Joker  of  the  day. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Contain¬ 
ing  over  three  hundred  interesting  puzzles  and 
conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A  complete 
book.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  a  large  collection  of  in¬ 
structive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS. 
_ Containing  over  one  hundred  highly  amus¬ 
ing  and  Instructive  tricks  with  chemicals.  By 
A  Anderson.  Handsomely  Illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT-OF-HAND. 

_ Containing  over  fifty  of  the  latest  and  best 

tricks  used  by  magicians.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  making  Magio 
Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  Fully  illus¬ 
trated. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  complete  Instructions  for 
performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS. — Embracing  all  of  the  latest 
and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  Illus¬ 
trations 


No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUM¬ 
BERS. — Showing  many  curious  tricks  with 
figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A.  An¬ 
derson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  COR¬ 
RECTLY. — Containing  full  Instructions  for 
writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject;  also 
rules  for  punctuation  and  composition,  with 
specimen  letters.  _ 

No.  75  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER. 

— Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dice. 
Cups  and  Balls.  Hats.  etc.  Embracing  thirty- 
six  Illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY 
THE  HAND. — Containing  rules  for  telling 
fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand,  or 
the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of 
telling  future  events  by  aid  of  mole,  marks, 
scars,  etc.  Illustrated. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS. — Containing  deceptive  Card 
Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurers  and 
magicians.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART,— 
Containing  a  complete  description  of  the  mys¬ 
teries  of  Magic  and  Sleight-of-Hand.  together 
with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No.  79  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— 
Containing  complete  instructions  how  to  make 
up  for  various  characters  on  the  stage;  to¬ 
gether  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager. 
Prompter.  Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man. 

No.  80.  GU8  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  latest  jokes,  anecdotes  and 
funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  German 
comedian. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE. — Contain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  methods  of  mesmerism; 
also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of  diseases  by 
animal  magnetism,  or  magnetic  healing.  By 
Prof.  Leo  Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S..  author  of  "How 
to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY. — Con¬ 
taining  the  most  approved  methods  of  read¬ 
ing  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with  a  full 
explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explain¬ 
ing  phrenology,  and  the  key  for  telling  char¬ 
acter  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By  Leo  . 
Hugo  Koch,  A.C.8.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  8S.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE.— Containing 
valuable  and  instructive  Information  regard¬ 
ing  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also  explain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  methods  which  are 
employed  by  the  leading  hypnotists  of  the, 
world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 

No.  84.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  Al’THOR.  . 
— Containing  Information  regarding  choice  of 
subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the  manner  ef 
preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Alee 
containing  valuable  Information  as  to  the 
neatnees,  legibility  and  renera.1  composition  of 
manuscript. 
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